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T H o. Condon, £^j 


sir; 

h Aving, when I was at Paris laft 
i Springs met with a liule Book 
6' of Letters, called, L' Intrigue de 
\ Philander ^ Sylvia^ I had a par- 
\ ticuUr Fancy, befides my Incli- 
nations to tranQateiiinto'&;^,'/V2', 
which I have done as faitlirulb" as I could j 
• only where he fpealcs of the ingraiitudc of 
Cefario to the King, I haVe added a Word or 
two to his Chara(;:ter, that might iciuicrr ic 
a little more parallel tothat of a modern 
Prince in our /-ge ; for the reft, 1 have kc[jc 
clofe to the French. 

The Letters are ibft and amorous ; and 
beljdes my Efteem and Obligaciun to yoit, 
I think it no where fo proper to addreis 
fo much tender Paifion, as to a Man v horn 
Heaven and Naiure have fo well formed 
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both for difpenfing and receiving of Love 
as yourfelf, you having all in your Per- 
Ibn that is acceptable to Women, and de- 
fired by Men, and when you pleafe, ^an 
make yourfelf as abfolutely the Joy of the 
one, as the Envy ♦of the other j to this is 
joined a Virtue, fuch as I believe the World 
has rarely produced in a Man of your Youth, 
Fortune and Advantages j ypu have all the 
Power of the Debauchery of the Age, 
without the Will -, you early faw the Fol- 
lies of the Town, and the^ Greatnefs of 
ybur Mind, difdaining that common Road 
of living, Ihunned then the foppifti Praftice ; 
your well-judging Pride chofe rathtr to be 
lingular, and lullenly retire, than herd with 
that noify Croud, that eternally fit out 
Bufinefs enough to ftock the Town with 
Wit and Lampoons, and the Stage. with 
Fops, Fools, and Cowards : If I might give 
my real Judgment, you are above Flattery, 
and one can a I mod fay no good or generous 
Thing that one cannot juftify in you, no 
Virtue you cannot lay a Claim to ; many 
your Modefty hides from the World, and 
many more you have, which Envy will 
not confefs •, for that juft Value you fet 
upon yourfelf, by fhunning the publick 
Haunts, Cabals, and Converfations of the 
Town, in Spite of all yoQn Wit and Good- 
nefs, gives Occafion for Malice to revenge 
itfelfon youathoufand little Waysj witncfs 
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a late miftaken Story of an Amour of yours, 
fo often urged with Heat, and cold fo much 
.to your Difadvantage, by thofe who have 
not the Happinefs of knowing' your true 
Principles of Honour, your real good Na- 
ture, your common Juftice, or Scnle of Hu- 
manity to be fuch, as not to be capable of 
fo bafe, filly and unmannerly a Praftice, 
and fo needlefs and poor a Defign: For my 
Part, Sir, I am vain and proud of the Belief, 
that I have the Capacity and Honour to 
knqw and underftand your Soul (did I not 
too well the Story alfo) and am well aflured 
it has- not a Grain, not a Thought of fo 
foolilh a Principle, fo unneceffkry and 
difhoneft: And I dare a$rm, that fince the 
Impofition of* the late ^bpi^u Plot upon 
the Town, there has not fo ridiculous and 
nonfenfical a Hiftory paffed for amhent'cr 
with unthinking Man-, but you (hould give 
them leave to rail, fince you have fo vaft 
Advantages above them. 

Sir, I would fain think, that, in the Cha- 
raAer of Philander^ there is a great Refem- 
biance of yourfelf as to his Perfon, and that 
Part of his Soul that was pofifefTed with 
Love : He was a French Whig, it is true, ? 
and a moft apparent Traitor, and there, I 
confefs, the Cqmparifon fails extreamly^ 
for fure no Man was ever fo incorrigible, 
fo hardened in Toryifm as yourfelf, fo fear- 
lefs, foi)old, fo refdlute, and confirmed io 
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JLoyalty ; in the Height of all Dangers and 
Threatenings, in the bleffed Age of Swear- 
ing, and the hopeful Reign of Evidences, 
you, undaunted, held forth for the Royal 
Caufe, with fuch Force of Reafon and un- 
deniable Senft, as thofe that were not con- 
verted, at lead were ftartled ; and I fliall 
nevei- forget the happy Things I have heard 
you fay on that glorious Subjeifb, with a 
Zeal fo fervent, yet fo modcft and gentle, 
your Argument fo folid, juft, fo generous 
and fo very hearty, as has begot you Ap- 
plaufes and Blefiings round the Board . A 
thoufand Inftances, a Hiftory I could write 
of your Difcourfes. and Afts of Loyalty, 
but that even your Enenojea allow, and I 
will fpare it hefe, and only fay, you are 
an Honour and a Credit to the Caufe that is 
proud to own you. 

In this you are far diftant to my amorous 
Hero ; but at laft, for my own Satisnaction, 
and that I may believe Syhia truly happy^ 
giVe me Leave to fanfy him fuch a Per- 
fon as yourfelf \ and then I cannot fail of 
fanfying him too, fpeaking at the Feet of 
Sylvia, pleading his Right of Love with 
the fame Softnefs in his Eyes and Voice, 
as you can do, when you defign to conquer; 
whenever you fpread your Nets for Game, 
you need but look abroad, fix and refolve ; 
tho* you, unlike the forward Youth of this 
Age, fo nicely purfue the Quarry, it is not 
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all, or any Game you fly at, not cver^ 
Bird that comes to Net can pleaft; your 
delicate Appetite j though you arc young as 
new Defire, as beautiful as Light, a^ amo- 
rous as a God, and wanton as a Cupid^ that 
fmilcs, and (hoots, and plays, and mifchiefs 
all his fond. Hours away: Pray Heaven you 
be not referved, like our Hero, for {otn^ 
Sifter ; tis an ill Sign when fo much Beau- 
ty pafles daily unregarded, that yoOr Love 
is referved to an End as malicious as that of 
eur Philander^s. 

Perhaps you'll be out of Humour, and 
cry. Why the Devil didft thou dedicate the 
Letters of a Whig to me ? But to make you 
Amends, Sir, pray take Notice, Sylvia is a 
true Tory in every Part ; if but to love a 
Whig be not Crime enough in your Opi- 
nion to pall your Appetite, and for which 
even her Youth and Beauty cannot make 
an Atonement ; Commodity which rarely 
fails in the Trade of Love, though never was 
fp low a Market for Beauty of both Sexes, 
yet he that is fortified and ftored like happy 
you, need never fear to find his Price ; for 
Wit and good Humour bear ftill a Rate, 
and have an Intrinfic Value, while the 
other is rated by Opinion, a'nd is at befl^ 
but a curious Pifture, where one and the 
fame dull filent Charm makes up' the Days, 
while the other is always. new, and (to ufe? 
your own Expreffion) iff a Book where one? 
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turns over a new Leaf every Minute^ and 
finds fomething diverting, in eternal new 
Dilcoverics •, it elevates one's Spirits, charms 
the SouJ, and improves one's Stock; for 
every one has a longer Date of hearing than 
feeing, and the Eyes -are fooner fatiated 
than the Ear ; therefore do not depend too 
much on Beauty, tis but a half Conquefl: 
you will make when you fhcw the Man 
only, you muft prove him too \ give the 
foft Sex a Sight of your fine Mind as 
well as your fine Perfon ; but you are 
a lazy Lover, and lie fallow for want of 
Induftry ; you ruft your Stock of hoarded 
Love, while you gaze only and return a 
fingle Sigher \ believe me. Friend, if you 
continue to fight at that fingle Weapon, 
there will be no great Store of Wounds 
given or taken on either Side; you muft 
(peak and write, if you would be h^ppy,. 
fince you can do it fo infinitely to the Pur- 
pofe ; who can be happy without Love ? 
For me, I never numbered thofe dull Days 
amongft thofe of ^y Life, in which I had 
not my Soul filled with that foft Paffion. 
To love ! Why trs the only Secret in Na- 
ture that reftorcs Life to all its Felicities 
Md Charms of Living ; and to me there ^ 
feems nothing fo ft range as to fee People 
walk about, laugh, do the A6ts of Life, 
and impertinently trouble the World, with- 
out knowing any Thing of that foft, that 
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noble Paflipn, or without fo much as having 
an Intrigue or an Amufement, (as the French 
call it) with any dear She, no real Love or 
X^oncettre j perhaps thefe Letters may have 
the good Fortune to rouze and make you 
look into your Heart, 'turn over your Store, 
and lavi(h*out a little to divert the Toils of 
Life ; yoii ufed to fay, that even the Fatigues 
of Love had a vaft Pleafurc in them ; Pbi^ 
lander was of your Mind, and 1, whofe Ad- 
vice you like (that Friend you have honoured 
me with the Title of) have even preferred 
all the Torments of Love, before dully li- 
ving without it. Live then and love, thou 
gay, thou glorious young Man, whoni Hea- 
ven has bled with all the Sweets of Life be- 
fides \ live then and love ; and, what is an 
equal Blefling, live and be beloved by fome 
dear Maid, as nobly born as Sylvia^ as witty 
and as gay and foft as (he. To you, who 
know no other Want, no other Blcfling, 
this is the mofl: advantageous <ine be can 
wilb you, ^who is, 

SIR, 

Tour ohliged, and mofi 
HumMe Servant , &c. 
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ARGUMENT 


JN the Time of the Rebellion of the true ,P rot e/i<int 
^ Hugonots in Paris^ under the Condu^ of the 
Prince of Conde [whom we will call Cefario) many 
illu/hious Perfons were drawn into the Affociation^ a-* 
mongfi which there was One^ zvhofe ^ality and For-^ 
tune [joined with his Touth and Beauty) rendered him 
tnore elevated in the Ejieem of the gay Part of the 
World than mojl of that Age. In his tender Years [un- 
happily enough) he chanced to fall in Love with a Lady^ 
whom we will call Myrtilla, who had Charms enough 
to engage any Heart \ Jhe had all the Advantages of 
Youth and Nature ; a Shape excellent ; a mofl agreeable 
Stature^ nottootall^ and far from lotVj delicately pro- 
fortioned ; her Face a little inclined rounds foft^ fmooth 
^nd white ; her Eyes were blue^ a little languijhing^ 
find full of Love and^Vit\ a Mouth curioujly madcy 
dimpled^ and full of Sweetnefs- ; Lips rounds fifty plump 
and red \ white Teeth^ firm and even ; her Nop a little 
Roman, and which gave a noble Grace to her lovely 
Face^ her Hair light brown ; a Neck andBofim deli- 
cately turnedy white and rifing ; her Arms and Hands 
exahly fl)aped ; to this a Vivacity of Youth engaging ; 
<? IVit quick and flowing \ a Humour gay^ and an Air 
irreft/libly charming ; and nothing was wanting to com- 
pleat the Joys of the young Philander, [fi zve call 
pur amorous Hero) but Myrtilla's Hearty which the 
iHufiriou^ Cefario had before poJJeffid\ however ^ con- 
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fiiRng her Honour and her' Inter eft^ and knowing ati 
the' Arts as Women do to feign a Tendernefs ; ft>e yields 
to marry hhn : /i^//^ Philander, who /corned to^owe 
his Happinejs to the Commands of Parent s^ or to chaf- • 
fer for a Beauty^ with her Confent Jieals her away^ and 
marries her. But fee how tranjitory is a violent Pajion; 
after being fatiated^ he flights the Prize he had fo dearly 
conquered \ form fay ^ the Change was occafioned by her- 
too vifibly continued Love to Cefario ; but whatever- 
it was, this was mofl certain. Philander cajl his Eyes 
tipon a young Maid, Sifier to MyrtiUa, a Beauty^ 
whofe early Bloom promifed Wonders when come to Per- 
feSiion % but I will fpare her Picture here\ Philander 
in the following Epijiles will often enough prefent it 
to your View I He loved and languijhed, long before 
he durji difcover his Pain ; her being Sifter to his TVife, . 
nobly horn, and of undoubted Fame, rendered his 
Paffion too criminal to hope for a Return, while the- 
young lovely Sylvia i^fo we Jhall call the noble Maid) 
Jighed oftt lux Hours in the fame Pain and Languijh- 
ment for Philander, and knew not that if was Love, 
till Jhe betraying it innocently to the overjoyed Lover and 
Brother^ hefoon taught her to underjland h was Love 

he purfues it, Jhe permits it, and at laji yields, 

when being difcovered in the crimihal Intrigue, Jhefies 
with him \ he abfolutdy quits Myrtilfa, lives fome "Time 
in a Village near Paris', ccdled St, Denis, with this 
betrayed Unfortunate, till being found out, and like to 
be apprehended, [one for the Rape, the other for the 
Flight) Jhe is forced to marry a Cadet, a Creature of 
Philander's, to bear the Name of Hufband only to her, 
while Philander had the intire Poffeffton of her Soul 
and Body : Still the League went forward, and all 
Things were ready for a War in Paris ; but it is not 
my Buftnefs here to mix the rough Relation of a War, 
with thefoft Affairs of Love \ let itfuffce, the Hugonots 
were defeated, and the King got the Day, and every 
R^bel hy at the Mercy of his Sovereign. Philander 
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wat taitn Prifoiiir, made his Efcapt to a little Cottage 

mar his own Palace, tut far from Paris, writes to 
Sylvia ta came to him, which Jhe does, and in Jpight of 
all the Induflry to re-fettu him, he got awof with 
SyJvia. 

After their Plight theft Letters were found in their 
CabinetSy at their Houfe at St. Denis, where they 
ioth lived together, for the Spate of a Year ; and they 
are as exaBly as pojfibb placed in the Order they were 
fent, and were Thofe fuppofed to be Viritttn towards the 
latter End nf their Amours. 
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PART 


To S Y L V I A. 

f. Hough I parted from you refolved to 
I obey your impoflibIeCoinmands,yet 

a know, oh charming Syu/ff/ that after 
bi a thoufand Conflifls between Love 
I and Honour, I found the God (too 
K mighty for the Idol) reign abfolutc 
my Soul, and foon baniihed that Ty- 
rant thence. ThaX cruel Counfellor that would 
fuggdl to you a tSoufand fortd Arguments to hinder 
my "noble Purfuit ; Sylvia came in View ! her Jrre- 
fiftable Idfa ! With all the Charm of blooming 
Youth, with all the Attraiftions of heavenly Beau- 
ty \ Loofe, wanton, gay, all flowing her bright- 
Hair, and languiftiing her lovely Eyes, her Drefs 
all negligent as' when I faw her laft, difcoverinw 
a thoufand ravifliing Graces, 'round, ivhite, fmalt 
Breafts, delicate Neck, and rifing Bofom, heaved 
with Sighs flie would in vain conceal ; and all be- 
fidcs, that fiiceft Fancy can iiftaglne furprlzlng — 
Oh I dare not think on, left my Dciires grow mad 
ana ■ 
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and raving; let it fufRcei oh zAovThlt Sylvia ! I 
think and know enough" to juftify that Flame in 
me, which our weak Alliance of Brother and* 
Sifter jias rendered fo criminal ; but he that adores 
Sylvia^ fhould do it at an uncommon Rate; 'tia 
riot enough to facrifice a fingle Heart, to give you 
a fimple Paflion, your Beauty fliould, like itfelf, 
produce wondrous EfFefts ; it fliould force all 
Obligations, all Laws, all Ties even of Nature's 
Self: You, my lovely Maid, were not born to be 
obtained by the dull Methods of ordinary Loving ; 
and 'tis in vain to prefcribe me Meafures; ^rtd oh 
much more in vain to urge the Nearnefs of our 
Relation. What Kin, my charming Sylvia^ are 
you to me ? No Ties of Blood forbid my Paflion ; 
and what's a Ceremony impofed on Man byCuftom ? 
What is it to my divine Syhki^ that the rrieft took 
my Hand and gave it your Sifter ? What Alliance 
can that create ? Wl^y fhould a Trick devifed by 
the wary Old, only to make Provifioh for Pofte-* 
rity, tie me to an eternal Slavery ? ' No, no, my 
charriing Maid, 'tis Nonfenfe all ; let us, (born 
for mightier Joys) fcorn the AxAV beaten Road^ but 
let us love like the firft Race of Men,' neareft* 
allied to God, promifcuoufly they loved, and pof- 
fefled. Father and Daughter, Brother and Sifter 
met, and reaped the Joys of Love without Con- 
troul, and counted it religious Coupling, and 
'twas encouraged too by Heaven itfelf: Therefore 
ftart not (too nice and lovely Maid) at Shadows 
of Things that can but frighten Fools. Put me not 
off with thefe Delays ; rather fay you but diflem- 
bled Love all this while, than now 'tis born, to 
die again with a poor Fright of Nonfenfe. A Fit 
of Honour! a Fan torn imaginary, and no morej- 
no, no, reprefent me to your Soul more favour- 
ably, think you fee me languifliing at your Feet, 

breathing out my laft in Sighs and kind Reproaches, 

oil 
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on the pitilefe Sylvia ^ refted when I am dead, 
which will be the more aflliding Objeft, the Ghoft 
(as you are pleafed to call it) of your murdered 
Honour, or the pale and bleeding one of 

The loft Philander. 

I have lived a whale Day^ 
and yet no Letter from Sylvia. 


To PHILANDER. 

OH why will you make me own (oh too im- 
portunate Philander!) with what Regret I 
made you promife to prefer my Honour before 
your Love ? 

I confefs with Blufhes, which you might then 
fee kindling in my Face, that I was not at all 
pleafed with the Vows you made me, -to endeavour 
to obey me, and I then even wifhed you would 
obftinately have denied Obedience to my juft Com- 
mands ; have purfued your criminal Flame, and 
have left me raving on my Undoing : For when 
you were gone, and I had Leifure to look into 
my Heart, alas ! I found, whether you obliged or 
not, whether Love or Honour were preferred, I, 
unhappy I, was either Way inevitably loft. Oh ! 
What pitilefs God, fond of his wondrous Power, 
made us the Objefts of his Almighty Vanity ? Oh 
why were we two made the firft Precedents of 
his new found Revenge ? For fure no Brother ever 
loved a Sifter with fo criminal a Flame before : 
At leaft my unexperienced Innocence never met 
with fo fatal a Story: And it is in vain (my too 
charming Brother) to make rae infenfible of our 
Alliance ; to perfuade me I am a Stranger to all 
but your Eyes and Soul, 

Alas, 
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Alas, your fatally kind Induftry is all in vain* 
.You grew up a Brother with me; the Title was 
fixed in my Heart, when I was too young to un- 
derftand your fubtle Dlftindions^ and there it thrived 
and fprtad ; and it is now too late to tranfplant it, 
oralter its native Property : Who can graft a Flower 
on a contrary Stalk ? The Rofe will bear no Tu- 
lips, nor the Hyacinth th# Poppy, * no more will 
the Bjcother the Name of Lover. Oh ! fpoil not 
the natural Sweetnefs and Innocence we qow re- 
tain, by an Endeavour fruitlefs and deftrucSive; no, 
no. Philander^ drefs yourfelf in what Charms you 
.will, be powerful as Love can make you in your 
foft Argument--- yet, oh yet, your are my Brother 

ftill. ^^But why, oh cruel and eternal Powers^ 

* was not Philander my Lover before you defilned 
him a Brother? Or why^ being a Brother, did you, 
malicious and fpi^pful Powers, deftine him a 
Lover? Oh, take either Title from him, or from 
me a Life, which can render me no Satisfa<5ion, 
fince your cruel Laws permit it not for Philander^ 
nor his to blefs th^ now 


Wednefdw) Morning. 


TJnforttmatt - 
SYLVIA. 


To PHILANDER. 

A Fter I had difmifled my Page this Moming with 
•^ my Letter, I walked (filled with fad foft 
Thoughts of my Brother Philander) into the Grove, 
and commanding Melinda to retire, who only at- 
tended me, I threw myfelf down on that Bank 
of Grafs where we laft difputed the dear, but fatal 
Bufinefs of our Souls: Where our Prints (that in- 
vited me) ftill remain on the prefled .Greens : There 
with ten thoufand Sighs, with Remembrance of the 

tender 
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tender Minutes we pafled then, I drew your laft 
Letter from my Bofom, and often kifled, and often 
read it over ; but oh ! who can conceive my Tor- 
ment, when I came to th^t fatal Part of it, where 
you fay you gave your Hand to my Sifter? I found 
my Soul agitated with a thoufand different PafEons, 
but all infupportable, all mad and raving ; fome« 
times I threw myfelf with Fury on the Ground, 
and prefled my panting Heart to the Earth ; then 
rife in Rage, and tear my Heart, and hardly fpare 
that Face that taught you iirft to love ; then fold 
my wretched Arms to keep down rifmg Sighs that 
almoft rend my Breaft, I traverfe fwiftly the con- 
fcious Grove j with my diftra£led (how'ring Eyes 
directed in vain to pitilefs Heaven, .the lovely ii- 
lent Shade favouring my Complaints, I cry aloud. 
Oh God ! Philander*s married, the lovely charming 
Thing for whom I languifh is married ! — That fatal 
Word's enough, I need not add to whom. Marri- 
ed is enough to make me curfe my Birth, my Youth, 
my Beauty, and my Eyes that firft betrayed me to 
the undoing Ob|e£t: Curfe on the Charms you 
have flattered, ^ for every fanfied Grace has helped 
my Ruin on ; now, like Flowers that wither un- 
feen and unpoflefled in Shades, they muft die and 
be no more, they were to no Ena created, fince 
Philander is marned :' Married ! Oh Fate, oh Hell, 
oh Torture and Confufion ! Tell me not it is to 
my Sifter, that Addition is needlefs and vain : To 
make me eternally wretched, there needs no more 
than that Philanderis married ! Than that thePrieft 
gave your Hand away from me ; to another, and 
not to me ; tired out with Life, I need no other 
Pafs-port than this Repetition, P hikmder ismznitA ! 
*Tis that alone is fufEcient to lay in her cold Toml> 

The wretched and defpairtng 
• Wednefday Night, SYLVIA. 
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^ WICE laft Night, oh unfaithful and unWirtg 
^ Sylvm ! I fent the Page to the old Place for 
Letters, but he returned the Objc<9: of my Rage, 
because without the leaft Remembrance from my 
fickle Maid : In this Torment, unable to hide my 
Diforder, I fujfFered myfelf to be kid in Bed; 
where the reflkfs Torments of the Night exceeded 
thofe of the Day, arid are not even by the Lan- 
guiiher himfelf to be exjyreiTed ; but the returning 
Light brought a fhort Slumber on its Wings; 
which was interrupt by my ^toning Boy^ who 
brought two Letters from my adorable Sylvia: 
He wafced me from Dreams lAore agreea(hle than 
all my waitehfiil Hours could bring ; for they are 
all tortured*— —And even the fofteft mixed with a 
thouiaiid Defpairs,: Difficulties aad^ Difeppoint^ 
ments^ butthefd^cre all Love, wfaichgave a k>o& 
to Joys undenitd by Honour ! And this Way, dijr 
chiming Sylvia, you fltaH be mmd, m Spite of 
^1 the Tyrannies of that cruel Hinderer j Bohou# 
appears not, my Syhia^ within the clofe-drawit 
Curtains ; in Shades and gloomy Light the Fantom 
frights not^ but when one beholds its Biuthes, 
when it is attended and adorned, and the Sun fees^ 
its falfe Beauties ; in filent Groves and Grottoes, ' 
dark Alcoves, and lonely- Recefles, all its For- 
malities are laid afide j it was then and there me- 
thought my Sylvia yielded, with a faint Struggle 
and a foft Refiftance; I heard her broken Sighs, 
her tender whifpering Voice, that trembling cried,- 
—Oh! Can you be fo cruel ?—Havte you the Heart 
^— Will you undo a Maid, becatife fee loves you ? 
Ob ! Will you liiin me, becaufe you may ?— — 

My fiiithlefs My unkind ^then fighed and 

yielded, and made me happier than a triumphing; 

God: 
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God! But this was ftill a Dream, I waked and 
fighed, and found it vanifhed all ! But oh, my Sylvioy 
your Letters were fubftantial Pleafure, and pardon 
your Adorer, if he tell you, even the Diforder you 
exprefs is infinitely dear to hhn, fmce he knows 
it all the Effe& of Love ; Love, my Soul ! Which 
you in vain oppofe ; purfue it. Dear, and call it 
not Undoing, t>r elfe explain your Fear, . and tell 
me what your foft, your trembling Heart gives 
that cruel Tide to ? Is it Undoing to love ? And' 
love the Man you fay has Youth and Beauty to 
juftify that Love ? A Man, that adores you with 
fo fubmiiEve and perfe£b a Refignation ; a Man, 
that did not only love firft, but is refolved to die 
in that agreeable Flame ; in my Creation I was 
formed for Love, and deftined for my Syhia^ and (he 
for her Philander: And Ihall we, can we difappoint 
our Fate? No, my foft Charmer, our Souls were 
touched with the fame Shafts of Love before they 
had a Being in our Bodies, and can we contradia 
Divine Decree ? 

Or is it Undoing, Dear, to blefs PhilanAr with 
what you muft fome time or other (acriiice to fome 
hated, loathed Objefl, (for Syhia can never love 
again ;) and are thofe Treafures for the dull con- 
jugal Lover to rifle ? Was the Beauty of divine 
Shape created for the cold matrimonial Embrace ? 
And fhall the eternal Joys that Syhia can difpenfe, 
be returned by the clumfy. Hulband's carelefs, 
forced, infipid jOuties? Oh, my Sylvia^ (hall a 
Hufband (whofe Infenfibility will call thofe Rap- 
tures of Joy ? Thofe heavenly Blifles ! The Drud- 
gery of Life) fhall he X fay receive them ? While 
your Philander^ with the very Thought of the Ex- 
cefs of Pleafure the leaft Poffeffion would afford^ 
feints over the Paper that brings here his eternal 
Vows. 

Oh ! Where, my Syhia:, lies the Undoing then ? 
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My Quality and Fortune are of the higheft Rank 
amongft Men, my Youth gay and fond, my Soul 
all foft, all Love ; and all Sylvia's ! I adore her, I 
am fick of Love, and fick of Life, till flie yields, 
till (he is all mine ! 

You fay, my Sylvia^ I am married, and there 
my Happinefs is ihipwrecked ; but Sylvia^ I deny 
if, and will not have you think it : No, my Soiu 
was married to yours in its firft Creation 5 and only 
Sylvia is the Wife of my facred, my everlafting 
Vows; ofmyfolemn-confiderate Thoughts, of my 
ripened Judgment, my mature Confiderations. The 
Reft are all repented and forgot, like the hatty Fol- 
lies of unfteady Youth, like Vows breathed in An- 
ger, and. die perjured as foon as vented, and ,un- 
regarde4 either of Heaven or Man. Oh ! why 
fiiould my Soul fuiFer for ever, why eternal Pain 
for the unheedy, fhort-lived Sin of my unwilling 
Lips ? Befides, this fatal Thing called Wife, this 
unlucky Sifter, this Myrtillay this Stop to all my 
Heaven, that breeds fuch fatal Differences in our 
Affairs, this Afyrtiilay I fay, firft broke her Mar- 
riage-vows to me ; I blame her not, nor i§ it rcafo- 
able I (hould ; flie (zw the young Cefam, and loved 
bifn. Cejarioy whom the envying World in fpight 
of Prejudice muft own, has irrefiftible Charms, 
that godlike Form, that Sweetiiefs in his Face, 
that Softnefs in his Eyes and delicate Mouths and 
every Beauty befides, that Women doat on, arid 
Men envy : .That lovely Compofition of Man and 
Angel ! with the Addition of his eternal Youth 
and illuftrious Birth, was formed by Heaven and 
Nature for univerfal Conqueft ! And who can love 
the charming Hero at a cheaper Rate than being 
undone ? And fhe that would not venture Fame, 
Honour, and a Marriage-vow for the Glory of 
the young Cefario's Heart, merits not the noble 
Viftim 5 Oh 1 would I could fay fo muph for the 

young 
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young Philander^ who would run a thoufand Times 
more Hazards of Life and Fortune for the adora- 
ble Syhia^ than that amorous Hero ever did 
for Myrtilla^ though from that Prince- 1 learned 
forae of my Difguifcs for my Thefts of Love ; for 
he, like Tiw;^ courted in feveral Shapes ; I faw them 
all) and fufFered the Delufion to pafs upon me ; 
for I had feen the lovely SyhAa \ jts^ I had feen 
her, and loved her too: But Honour kept me 
yet Matter of my Vows ; but when I knew her 
falfe, when I was once confirmed, — when by my 
own Soul I found the diflembled Paflion of hers, 
when ihe could no longer hide the Blufhes or the 
Palenefs that feized at the Approaches of my dif- 
ordered Rival, when I faw. Love dancing in her 
Eyes, and her fklfe Heart beat with nimble Mo- 
tions, and foft Trembling feized every Limb, at the 
Approach or Touch of the Royal Lover, then I 
thought myfelf no longer obliged to conceal my 
Flame for Sylvia; nay, ere I v broke Silence, ere 
I difcovered the hidden Trcafure of my Heart, I 
made her Falfliood plainer yet : Even the Time 
and ^Place of the dear AflSgnations I difcovered j 
Certainty, happy Certainty ! broke the dull heavy 
Chain, and I with Joy fubmitted to my fhameful 
Freedom, and careffed my generous Rival 5 nay, 
and by Heaven I loved him for it, pleafed at the. 
Refemblance of our Souls 5 for we were fee ret Lo- 
vers both, but more pleafed that he loved Myr-^ 
tilla ; for that made Way to my Paffion for the a- 
dorable Sylvia / 

Let the dull, hot-brained, jealous Fool upbraid 
me with cold Patience : Let the fond Coxcomb, 
whofe Honour depends on the frail Marriage-vow, 
Ticproach me, or tell me that my Reputation de- 
pends on the feeble Conftancy of a Wife, perfuade 
me It is Honour to fight for an irretrievable and 
unvaluedPrize, and that bccaufe my Rival ha^ takerf 

- '"^cave 
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Leave to euckold me, I (halLgtve him Leave to 
' kill me too ; unreafonable Nonfenfe grown to 
Cuftooi. No, by Heaven ! I had rather Afyrtilla 
fliould be falfe, (as fhe is) than wifh and latigucSi 
for the happy Occafion \ the Sin is the fatne^ (wdy 
the A£t is more generous : Believe me, my Sylvia^ 
we have all falfe Notions of Virtue and Honour, 
and fureiy this was taken «p by fome de^aring 
Hulband in Love with a fair jilting Wife, and 
then/I pardon him ; I fhoiijid have done as much : 
For only ihe that has my Soul can engage my 
Sword J fltie that I love, and myfdf, only commands 
^nd keeps my Stock of Honour : For Syhia ! the 
charming, the diftrafting Sylvia! I could fight 
for a Glance or Smile, expofe my Heart for her 
dearer , Fame, and wiih no Recompence, but 
breathing out my laft Gaft> into her foft, whife, 
delicate ^ofbm. But for a Wife ! that Stranger 
to my Soul, and whom we wed for Intereft and 
NecefEty,— --A Wife, light, loofe, unregarding 
Property, who for a. momentary Appetite will ex- 
pofe her Fame, without the noble End of loving 
on ; fhe that will abufe my Bed, and yet return 
again to the loathed conjugal Embrace, back to 
the Arms fo hated, and even ftrong Fancy of the 
abfent Youth beloved, cannot fo much as render 
fupportable. Curfe on her, and yet fhe kifTes, fawns 
and difTembles on, hangs on his Neck, and makes 
the Sot believe : — Damn her. Brute ; I'll whiflle 
her off, and let her down the Wind, as Othello fays. 
No, I adore the Wife, that,v/hen the Heart is gone, 
boldly and nobly purfues the Conqueror, and 

generoufly owns the. Whore ;?. Not poorly 

adds the naufeous Sin of Jihing to it : That I could 
have borne, at leafl commended ; but this can never 
pardon ; at worft then the World had faid - her 
PaijSon had undone her, fhe loved, and Love at 
worft is worthy of Pity. No, no, Myrtilla^ I 

I forgive 
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forgive yonr Lore, hut never can your peer DHK- 
TOjdsitiKm* One drives you but from the Heart you 
value not, but the other to my eternkl Contempt. 
One deprives me but of thee, Myrtilla^ but the o- 
liier entitles me to a Beauty more furprizing, r<snders 
tbee no Part of me ; and fo leaves the Lovei: free 
to Sylvia^ without tke Broths. 

Thus, Bfty excellent M;iid, I have fent y^u the 
Seniie and Truth of my SouJ, in ah Affair' you 
have often hinted to me, and I take no Pleafure 
tD remember : I hope you will at leaft think my 
Averfion reafonable ; and that being thus indifpu- 
tably &ee from all Obligations to MyrtiHa as "a 
Huiband, I may be permitted to lay claim to ^7- 
via^ as a Lover, and many myfelf more effedlually 
by my everlafiinp Vows, than the Prieft by his 
common Method could do to any other Woman 
Icfs beloved; there being no other Way at prefent 
left by Heaven, to render me Syhia'B 

* 

Eternal i(^ Lover ^ emd 
PHILANDEIJ* 


Idle to fee ym. 
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HEN I had fealed the inclpfed, Brilltari 
told me you were this Morning come from 
Bellfant^ and with infinite Impatience have expeded 
feeing you here ; which deferred my fending this 
to the old Place; and I am fo vain (oh adorable 
f/Zvin/) as to believe my finfied Silence has given 
you Difquiet^; but fure, my SyMa could not 
charge me with Negleft; no, (he knows my Soul, 
and lays it all on Chance, or fome ftrange Acci- 
dent, (he knows no fiufmeis could divert me. No, 

ivere the Nation finking, the great Senate of the 

World 
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World confounded, bur glorious Defigns betrayed 
and ruined, and the vaft City all in Flames ; like 
Nero^ unconcerned, I would iiiig my everlafting 
$ong of Love to Sylvia ; which no Time or For- 
tune (hall untune. I know my Soul, and all its 
Strength, and how it is fortified, the charming 
Idea of my young . Sylvia will for ever remain 
there j the Original may fade ; Time may render 
it lefs fair, lefs bloohiing in my Arms, but never 
in my Soul ; I fhall find thee there the fame gay 
glorious Creature that iirft furprized: and enflaved 
me, believe me ravifbing Maid, I (hall. Why 
then, oh why, my cruel Sylvia! are my Joys 
delayed? Why am I by your rigorous Commands 
kept from the Sight of my Heaven, my eternal 
Blifs ? An Age, *my fair Tormentor, is paftj four 
tedious live-long Days are numbered over, fmce 
I beheH {he Objeft of my lafting.Vows, my eter- 
nal Wiihes ; How can you think, oh unreafonable 
Sylvia ! that I could live fo long without you ? 
And yet I am alive; I find it by my Pain, by Tor- 
ments of Fears and Jealoufies infupportable ; I 
languifhahd go downward to the Earth; where 
you will fhortly fee me laid without your recalling 
Mercy. It is true, I move about this unregarded 
World, appear every Day in the great Senate- 
houfe, at Clubs^ Cabals, and private Confultations ; 
{for Sylvia- knows all the Bufin^fs of my Soul, 
even in Politicks of State as well as Love) I fay 
I appear indeed, and give my Voice in public Bu-^ 
finefs ; but oh ipy Heart more kindly is employed ; 
that and my Thoughts are Sylvia* s ! Ten thoufand 
Times a Day I breathe thajtName, my bufy Fingers 
are eternally tracing ouj thofe ibc myftic Letters } 
a thoufand Ways on^ every Thing 1 touch, form 
Words, and make them fpeak a thoiifarid Things, 
and all are Sylvia ftill ; my melancholy Change is 
evident to all that fee me, which they interpret 

many 
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many miftaken Ways ; our Party fancy I repent my 
League with them, and doubting Fll betray the^ 
Caufe, grow jealous of me, till by new Oaths^ 
new Arguments, I confirm them ; then they fmile 
all, and cry I api in Love ; and this they would 
believe,* but that they fee all Women that I meet 
or converfe with are different to me, and fo can 
fix it no where ; for none can guefs it Sylvia ; thus 
while I dare not tell my Soul, no not even to 
Cefario^ the ftifled Flame burns inward, and tor- 
ments me fo, that (unlike the Thing I was) I 
fear Sylvia will lofe her Love, and Lover too 5 
for thofe few Charms (he faid I had, will fadd, and 
this fata) Diftance will deftroy both Soul and Body 
too ; my very Reafon will abandon me, and I fhall 
rave to fee thee j reftore me, oh rcftore me then 
to Bellfontj happy B^llfont^ ftill bleft with Syhia's 
Prefence ! permit me, oh permit me into thofe 
facred Shades, where I have been fo often (too 
innocently) bleft ! Let me furvey again the dear 
Charafter of Sylvia on the fmooth Birch; oh 
whenfliall I fit beneath thpfe Boughs, gazin? onthe 
young Goddefs of the Grove, hearing her figh for 
Love^ touching her glowing fmall white Hands, 
beholding her killing Eyes languilh, and her charm- 
ing Bofqm rife and fall with mort-breath'd uncer- 
tain Breath ; Breath as foft and fwect as the reftor- 
ing Breeze that glides o'er the new-blown Flowers : 
But oh what is it ? What Heaven of Perfurrles, 
when it inclines to the ravifh'd Philander^ and 
whifpers Love, it dares not name aloud ? 

What Power with-holds me then from rufhing 
on thee, from preffing thee with Kifles ; folding 
thee' in my transported Arms, and following all 
the Diftates of Loye without Refpeft or Awe ! 
What is it, oh my Sylvia^' can detain a Love fo 
violent and raving, and fo wild ; admit me, fjfcr^d 
Maid, admit me again to thofe.foft Delights, that 
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I may find, if poffiWe, what Divinity (envious of 
my Blifs) checks my eager Joys, my raging Flame; 
while you too make an Experiment (worth the 
Trial) what 'tis makes &ylvia deny her 

PHILANDER. 

My Page is III, and I am obliged to trun Brilliard 
with thefe to the dear Cottage of their, Kendezvota\ 
fend me'^ your Opinion of his Fidelity: And ah! re- 
member I die to fee you* 


7J> P H I L A N D E R. 

T^ O T yet ? — ^not yet ? oh ye dull tedious Hours 
-^^ when will you glide away ? and bring that 
Jiappy Moment on, in which 1 fliall at leaft hear 
from my Philander y eight and forty tedious ones 
are paft, and I am here forgotten ftill ; forlorn, 
impatient, reftlefs every where; not one of all your 
little Moments (ye undiyerting Hours) can anford 
me Repofe; I drag ye on, a heavy Load; I count 
ye all, and blefs ye when you are gone; but 
tremble at the approaching ones, and with a Dread 
expeft you; and nothing will divert me now;, ray 
Couch is tirefome, and my Glafs is vain; my 
Books are dull, and Converfation infupportable ; 
the Grove affords me no Relief; nor even thofe 
Birds to whom I have fo often breathed Philander's 
Name, they^fing it on their perching Boughs ; no 
nor the reviewing of his dear Letters, can bring 
me any Eafe. Oh what Fate is referved for me 1 
For thus I cannot live ; nor furely thus I fliall Jiot 
die* Perhaps Philander*^ making a Trial of Virtue 
by this Silence. Purfuje its call up all your Reafon, 
my lovely Brother, to your Aid, let us be wife 

and 
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and filent, let us try what that will do towards 
the Cure of this too infe<Elious Flame; let us, oh 
let us, my Brother, fit down here, and purfue the 
Crime of Loving on no farther. Call me Si- 
fter — Swear I am fo, and nothing but your Sifter: 
And forbear, oh forbear, my charming Brother^ 
to purfue me farther with your foft bewitching 
Paffion; let me alone, let me be ruin'd with Ho- 
nour, if I muft be ruin'd. — For oh ! 'twere much 
happier I were no more, than that I fliould be more 
than Philaruier\SiR:eT ; or he than Sylvia^s Brother : 
Oh let me ever call you by that cold Name, 'till 
that of Lover be forgotten : — Ha ! — Methinks on 
the fudden a fit of Virtue informs my Soul, and 
bids me alk you for what Sin of mine, my charm- 
ing Brother, you ftill purfue a Maid that cannot 
fly : Ungenerous and unkind ! why did you take ad- 
vantage of thofe Freedomfrl gave you as a Brother ? 
I fmil'd on you; ^nd fometimes kifs'd you too;— 
But for my Sifter's fake, I play'd with you, fufFer'd 
your Hands and Lips to wander where I dare not 
now ; all which I thought a Sifter might allow a 
Brother, and knew not all the while the Treachery 
of Love : Oh none, but under that intimate Title 
. of a Brother, could have had the Opportunity to 
have ruin'd me; that, thajt betrav'd me; I play'd 
away my Heart at a Game I did not underftand ; 
nor knew I when 'twas loft, by degrees fo fubtle, 
and an Authority fo lawful, you won me out of 
all. Nay then too, even when all was loft, I 
would not think it Love. I wonder'd what my 
flefeplcfs Nights, my waking eternal Thoughts, and 
flumbring y ifions of my lovely Brother meant : I 
wonder'd why my Soul was continually fiU'd with 
Wifljes and new Defires ; and ftill concluded 'twas 
for my Sifter all, 'till I difcover'd the Cheat by 
Jealoufy; for when my Sifter hung upon your 
Neck, kifs'd, and carefs'd that Face that I ador'd, 

B 2 oh 
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oh how I found my Colour change, my Limbs 
all trembled, and my Blooid inrag'd, and I could 
fcarce forbear reproaching you ; or crying out. Oh 
why this Fondnefs j Brother ? Sometimes you per- 
ceived my Concern, at which you'd fmile; for'you 
who had been before in Love, a Curfe upon the 
fatal Time) could guefs at my Diforder j then would 
you turn the wanton Play on me : When fullen with 
my Jealoufy and the Caufe, I fly your foft Embrace, 
yet wifh you would purfue and overtake me, which 
you ne*er fail'd to do, where after a kind Quarrel all 
was pardori'd, and all was well again : While the 
poor injur'd Innocent, my Sifter, made herfelf Sport 
at our delufive Wars ; ftill I was ignorant, 'till you in 
a moft fatal Hour inform'd me I was a Lover. Thus 
was it with my Heart in thofe bleft Days of Inno- 
cence ; thus it was won and loft ; nor can all my Stars 
in Heav'n prevent, I doubt, prevent my Ruin. Now 
you are fure of the fatal Conqueft, you fcorn the 
trifling Gl6ry, you are filent now;, oh I am inevita- 
bly loft, or with )rou, or without you : And I find 
by this little Silence and Abfence of your's, that^tis 
moft certain I muft either die, or h^Philander^s 

j^^Dorillus come not with a Letter^ or that wy Page^ 
whom^have Ifent to this Cottage for one^ bring it not, J 
cannot fuppori my Life : for oh^ Philander, l have a 
thoufand wild dljira^ing Fears^ knowing how you are 
involved in the Intereji you have efpous*d with the 
yotmg Cefario : How Danger furrounds you^ how 
your Life and Glory depend on the frail Sacrifice of 
Villains and Rebels: Oh give me leave to fear eternally 
your Fame and Lifcy if not your Love\ //'Sylvia coM 
command^ Philander Jhould he Loyal as he's Noble '^ 
and what generou5> Maid would not fufpeSf his Vows 
to a Mijlrefs^ who breaks ^em with his Prince and 
Majier ! Heaven prefe^-ve you and your Glory, 

7i 
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To PHILANDER. 

A Nother Night, oh Heavens, and yet no Let- 
^* ter come ! ,Where are you, my Philander ? 
What happy Place contains you ? If in Heaven, 
why does not fome polling Angel bid me haft« 
after you ? if on Earth, why does not fome little 
God of Love bring the grateful Tidings on his 
painted Wings ? if fick, why does not my own 
fond Heart by Sympathy inform me ? But that iiS 
all a£live, vigorous, wifhing, impatient of delaying, 
iilentj and bufy in Imagination : If you are falfe, 
if you have forgotten your poor believing and di- 
ftrafted Sylvia^ why does not that kind Tyrant 
Death, that meager welcome Vifion of the de- 
spairing, old and wretched, approach in dead of 
Night, approach my reftlefs Bed, and tole the dif- 
mal Tidings in my frighted liftening Ears, and 
ftrike me for ever iUent, lay me for ever quiet, 
loft to the World, loft to my faithlefs Charmer I 
But if a Senfe of Honour in you has made you 
jrefolve to prefer mine before your Love, made 
you take up a noble fatal Refolution never to tell 
me more of your Paffion ; this were a Trial, I 
fear my fond Heart wants Courage to bear; or is 
it a Trick, a cold fit only afTum'd to try how 
much I love you ? I have no Arts, Heaven knows, 
no Guile or double Meaning in my Soul, 'tis all 
plain native Simplicity, fearful and timorous as 
Children in the Night, trembling as Doves purfu'd ; 
born foft by Nature, and made tender by Love; 
what, oh ! what will become of me then ? Yet 
would I were confirmed in all my Fears : For as 
I am, my Condition is more depl9rable ; for I'm 
in doubt, and Doubt is the woril Torment of the 
Mind : Oh Philandery be merciful, and let me 
know the worft j do not be cruel while you kill, 
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do It with Pity to the wretched Sylvia j oh let me 
quickly know whether you are at all, or are the 
moft impatient and ulifortuxiate 

SYLVIAV. 

Irave^ I die for 
fome Relief. 


dMB*. 
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A S I was going to fend away this enclosed, />^- 
•^^ rillus came with two Letters j oh, you can- 
not think. Philander^ with how much Reafon you 
call me fickle Maid; for could you but imagine 
how I am tormentingly divided; how unrefolved 
between violent Love, and cruel Honour, you 
would fay 'twere impoffible to fix me any where ; 
or be the fame Thing for a Moment together : 
There is *not a fhort Hour pafs'd thro' the fwift 
Hand of Time, (ince I was all defpairing, raging 
Love, jealous, fearful and impatient; and now, 
now that your fond Letters have dilpers'd thofc 
Demons, thofe tormenting Counfellors, and given 
a little Refpite, a little Tranquillity to my Soul j 
like States luxurious grown with Safe, it ungrate- 
fully rebels againft the Sovereign Power that made 
it great and happy ; and now that Traitor Honour 
heads the Mutineers within ; Honour, whom my 
late mighty Fears had almoft famifh'd and brought 
to nothing, warmM and reviv'd by thy new-pro- 
tefted Flames, makes War againft Almighty Love ! 
and I, who but now nobly refolv'd for Love, by 
^ an Inconftancy natural to my Sex, or rather my 
Fears, am turn'd over to Honour's Side : So the 
defpairing Man, ftands on the River's Bank, de- 
fign'd to plunge into the rapid Stream, 'till Coward- 
Fear feizing his timorous Soul, he views around 
once more the fiov/ery Plains, and looks with 

wiihing 
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Wjfhing Eyes back to the Groves, then fighing flops, 
and criesi I was too I'afh, forftkes the dangerous 
Shore, and haftes away. Thus indifcreet was I, 
was all for Love, fond and undoing *Love ! But 
when I faw it vnth full Tide flow tn < upon me, 
one Glanqe of glorious Honour makes me again 

retreat. I \^ill 1 am refolv'd and muft be 

brave ! I cannot forget I am Daughter to the great 
Beraltij and Sifter to Myrtillaj a yet unfpotted 
Maid, fit to produce a Race of glorious Heroes ! 
And can Philander'^ Love fet no higher Value on 
me than bafe poor Proftitution ? Is that the Price 
of his Heart ? — Oh how I hate thee now ! or would 
to Heaven I could. — Tell me not, thou charming 
Beguiler, that Myrtilla was to blame ; was it a Fault 
in her, and will it be Virtue in me? And can 1 
believe the Crime that made her lofe your Heart, 
will make me Miftrefs of it ? No, if by any Action 
6f h'er's the noble Houfe of the Beralti be difho- 
.nou/d, by all the Adions of my Life it fhall re- 
ceive Additions of Luftre and Glory ! Nor will I 
diink MyrtiUa^s Virtue lefien'd for your miftaken 
Opinion of it^ and fhe may be as much in vain 
purfu'd, |>erhaps, by the Prince Cefario^ as Syhia 
fliall be by the young Philander : The envying 
World talks loud, 'tis true ; but oh, if all were 
true that bufy Babbler fays, what Lady has her 
Fame? What Hufband is not a Cuckold? Nay, 
and a Frienclto him that made him fo? And it is 
in vain, my too fubtle Brother, you think to build 
the Trophies of your Conquefts on the Ruin of 
both Myrtillds Fame and mine: Oh how dear 
would your inglorious Paflion coft the great un- 
fortunate Houfe of the Beraltiy" Vhile you poorly 
ruin the Fame of Myrtilla^ to make way to the 
Heart of Sylvia ! Remember, oh remember once 
your PaiEon was as violent for Myrtilla^ and all 
the Vows, Oaths, Proteftations, Tears, and Prayers 
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you make and pay at my Feet, are but the faint 
Repetitions, the feeble Echo's of what yoi^ figh'd 
out at her's. Nay, like young Paris fled with the 
fair Prize, your fond, your eager Paffion made it 
a Rape. Oh perfidious ! — Let me not call it back 
to my Remembrance. — Oh let me die, rather than 
call to Mind a Time fo fatal j when the lovely 
falfe Philander vow'd his Heart, his faithlefs Heart 
away to any Maid but Sylvia :"^Oh let it not be 
poffible for me to imagine his dear Arms ever 
grafping any Body with Joy but Sylvia! And yet 
they did, with Tranlports of Love ! Yes, yes, you 
lov d ! by Heaven you lov'd this falfe, this perfidious 
Myrtilla ; for falfe flie is j you lov'd her, and I'll 
have It fo; nor fhall the Sifter in me plead her 
Caufe. She is falfe beyond all Pardon \ for you 
are beautiful as Heaven itfelf can render you, a 
Shape exadily form'd, not too low, nor too tall, 
but made to beget foftDefire and everlafling Wiflies- 
in all that look on you; but your Face! your 
lovely Face ! inclining to round, large piercing 
languiflhing black Eyes, delicate proportion'd Nofe, 
charming dimpled Mouth, plump red Lips, inviting 
and fwelling, white Teeth, fmall and even, fine 
Complexion, and a beautiful Turn ! All which you 
had an Art to order in fo engaging a manner that 
it charm'd all the Beholders, both Sexes were un- 
done with looking on you ; and I have heard a 
witty Man of your Party fwear, your Face gain'd 
more to the League and Aflbciation than the' Caufe, 
and has curs'd a thoufand Times the fsik Myrtilla^ 
for preferring Cefario I (lefs beautiful) to the adorable 
Philander \ to add to this, Heaven ! how you fpoke, 
when ere you fpoke of Love ! in that you far fur- 
pafs'd the young Cefario ! as young as he, almoft 
as great and glorious ; oh perfidious Myrtilla, oh 
falfe, oh foolifh and ingrate ! — That you abandon'd 
her was juft, fhe was not worth retaining in your 

Heart, 
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Heart, nor could be^wprth defending with your 
Sword: — But grant her falfcj i:^ Philander! How 
does her Perfidy intitle you to me ? Falfe as (he i», 
you ftill are married to her ; inconftant as fhe is, 
flie is ftill your Y^ife; and no Bre^h of the Nup- 
tial Vow can untie the fiital Knot ; and that is a 
Myftery to common Senfe ; fure Ihe was born for 
Mifchief ; and Fortune, when fhe gave her you, 
defigned the Ruin of us all ; but moft particularly 

The Unfortunate 

SYLVIA. 
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Y Soul's eternal Joy, my Rylvia ! what have 
you done, and oh how durft you, knowing 
.my, fond Heart, try it with fo fotal a Stroke? 
What means this fevere Letter? and why fo eagerly 
at this time ? Oh the Day ! Is MyrtiUa's Virtue 
fo defended ? Is it a Quenion now whether (he is 
falfe or. not ? Oh poor, oh frivolous Excufe ! You 
love me not; by all that's good, you love me not; 
to trv your Power you have flatter'd and feign'd,. 
oh Woman ! falfe charming Woman ! you have 
undone me, I rave and (hall commit fuch Extra- 
vagance that will ruin both: I muft upbraid you, 
fickle and inconftant, I muft, and this Diftance 
will not ferve, 'tis too great; my Reproaches lofc 
their Force; I burft with Refentment, with in- 
jur'd Love ; and you are either the moft faithlefs 
of your Sex, or the moft malicious and torment- 
ing : Oh I am paft Tricks, my Sylvia^ your little' 
Arts might do well in a beginning Flame, but to 
a fettled Fire that is arrived to the highcft Degree, 
it does but d^mp its Fierc^nefs, and inftead of 
drawing me on, would leften my Efteem, if any 

B 5 fuch 
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fiich Deceit were capable to harbour in the 
Heart of Sylvia 'j but flie is atl Divine, and I am 
niiflaken in the Meaning of what (he favs. Oh 
my Adorable, think no more on that dull falfe 
Thing a Wife 5 let her be banifh'd thy Thoughts, 
as flie is my Soul; let her never appear, though 
but in a Dream, to fright our folid Joys, or true 
Happinefs; no, let us look forward to Pleafurej 
vaft and unconfin'd, to coming Tranfports, and 
leave all behind us that contributes not to that 
Heaven of Blifs : Remember, oh Syhia, that five 
tedious Days are paft fmce I figh'd at your dear 
Feet; and five Days, to a Man fo madly in Love 
as your Philander^ is a tedious Age: 'Tis now fix 
a Clock in the Morning, Brilliard will be with 
you by eight, and by ten I may have your Per- 
mifiion to fee you, and then I need not fay how 
foon I will prefent my felf before you at Bellfonti- 
for Heaven's Sake, my eternal Blefling, if you defign 
me this Happinefs, contrive it fo, that I may fee 
no body that belongs to Bellfont^ but the fair, the 
lovely Sylvia ; for I muft be more Moments with 
you, than will be convenient to be taken Notice 
of, left they fufpeft our Bufinefs to be Love, and 
that Difcovery yet may ruin us. Oh! I will 
delay no longer, my Soul is impatient to fee you, 
I cannot live another Night without it; I die, by 
Heaven, I languiih for the appointed Hour; you 
will believe, when you fee my languid Face, and 
dying Eyes, how much ana great a SuflFerer in 
Love I am. 

My Soul's Delight, you may perhaps deny me 
from your Fear; but oh, do not, though I afk a, 
mighty Bleffing; Sylvia's Company alone, filent„ 
and perhaps by Dark : — Oh tho' I faint with the 
Thought only of fo blefs'd an Opportunity, yet 
you flhall fecure me, by what- Vows, whatJmpre- 
catipas ox Tics youple^ife; birtd my bufy Hands,, 

bliftd 
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blind my. ravlfh'd Eyes, command my Tongue, do 
what you will ; but let me hear your Angel's Voice^ 
and have the tranfported Joy of throwing my felf 
at your Feet j and if you pleafe, give me Leave (a 
Man condemned eternally to Love) to plead a 
little for my Life and Paffion ; let me remove your 
Fears ; and tho' that mighty Taik never make me 
intirely happy, at leaft it will be a great SatisfadUon 
to me to know, that 'tis not thro' my own Fault 
that I am the 

Mojl Wretched 

PHILANDER. 

/ hffue. ordered Brilliard to wait your Commends 
4tt Dorillus'x- Cottagey that he may not be feen at 
Bellfont : Refohe to fee me to Nighty or I Jhall come 
without Order y and injure both: My dear damrCd 
Wife is difpos^d of at a Ball Cefario makes to Night \ 
the Opportunity will be lucky j not that I fear her 
Jealoufy^ but the Effects of it. 


To PHILANDER. 

T Tremble with the Apprehenfion of what you. 
'■' a(k: How fliall I comply with your fond 
Defires ? My Soul bodes fome dire Efreift of this 
bold Enterprize, for I muft owj\ (and blufli while 
I do own it) that my Soul yields Obedience to your 
foft Requeft, and even whiltt I read your Let- 
ter, was diverted with the Contrivance of feeing 
you : For though, as my Brother, you have all the 
Freedoms imaginable at Bellfont to entertain and 
walk with me, yet it would be diificuk and pre- 
judicial to my Honour, to receive you al(^ne any 
where without my Sifter, and caufe a Sufpicion, 
which all about me now are- very far from con- 
ceiving, except Melinda^ my faitliful Confident, 
^ B 6 and 
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and too htal Counfellor ; and but for this Fear, I 
know, my charming Brother, three little Leagues 
{hou)|} not five long Days feparate Philander from^ 
his Sylvia: But, my lovely Brother, finceyoubeg 
it fo earneftly, and my Heart confents fo eaiily, I 
muft pronounce my own Doom, and fay, Come, 
my Philander^ whither Love or foft Deure invites 
you ; and take this Direction in the Management 
of this mighty Affair. I would have you, as foon 
as this comes to your Hands, to hafte to Dorillus's 
Cottage, without your Equipage, only BriUiardj 
whom 1 believe you may truft, both frorn his own 
Difcrction, and your vafl Bounties to him ; wait 
there 'till you receive my Commands, and I will 
retire betimes to my Apartment, pretendii>g not 
to be*well; and as fbon as the Evening's Obfcu- 
rity will permit, Melinda fhall let you in at the 
Garden GatCy that is next the Grovej unfeen and 
\infufpe£ted ; but oh, thou powerful Charmer, have 
a Care, I truft you ^yith my All : My dear, dear, 
my precious Honour, guard it well ; for oh I fear 
my Forces are too weak to ftand your Shock of 
Beauties; you have Charms enough to juftify my 
yielding; but yet, fay Heaven I would not for an 
mmpire : But what is dull Empire to Almighty 
Love? The God fubdues the Monarch; 'tis to 
your Strength I truft, for I am a feeble Woman ; 
a Vifgin quite difarm'd by two fair Eyes, an 
Angel's Voice and Form ; but yet I'll die before 
I'll yield my Honour ; no, though our unhappy 
Family have met Reproach from the imagined 
Levity of my Sifter, 'tis I'll redeem the bleeding 
Honour of our family, and my great Parents 
Virtiies fhall fhine in me ; I know it, for if it pafTes 
this Teft, ifl can ftand this Temptation, I am 
Proof againft all the World ; ^ but I conjure yott 
aid me if I heed it : If I incline but in a languifh- 
ing Look, if but a Wilh appear in my Eyes, or 
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I betray Confent but in a Sigh ; take not» oh take 
not the Opportunity, left when you have done I 

frow raging mad, anddifcover all in the wild Fit. 
)h who would venture on im Enemy with fuch 
unequal Force \ What hardy Fool would hazard 
all at Sea, that fees the rifing Storm come rouling 
on ? who but fond Woman, giddy heedleis Wo- 
mafi, would thus expofe her Virtue to Tempta- 
tion ? I fee, I know my Danger, yet I muft per- 
mit it: Love, foft bewitching Love will have it 
fo, that cannot deny what my feebler Honoiu* for- 
bids; and though 1 tremble with Fear, yet Love 
fuggefts, it will be an Age to Niglit : I long for 
my Undoing; for oh I cannot ftand the Batteries 
of your Eye« and Tongue ) thefe Fears, thefe Con- 
fli£ts I have a thoufand Times a-day ; it is pitiful 
fometimes to fee me ; on one Hand a thoufand 
Cupids all gay and fmiling prefent Philander with 
all the Beauties of his Sex, with all the Softnefs 
in his Looks and Language thofe Gods of Love 
can infpire, with all the Charms of Youth adorn'd^ 
bewitching all, and all tranfporting ; on the other 
Hand, a poor loft Virgin languifhing and undone, 
fighing her willing Rape to die deaf Shades and 
Fountains, filling the Woods with Cries, fwelling 
the murmuring Rivulets with Tears, her noble 
Parents with a generous Rage reviling her, and her 
betray'd Sifter loading her bow'd Head with Curfes 
and Keproaches, and all about her looking forlorn 
and fad. Judge, oh judge, my adorable Brother, 
of the Vaftnefs of my Courage and Pailion, when 
even this deplorable Profpeft cannot defend 'me 
from the Refolution of giving you Admittance 
into my Apartment this Night, nor fliall ever drive 
you from the Spul of your 

sriFiJ. 

To 
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To S Y L V I A. 

I Have obey'd my Syhia's dear Commands, and 
the Dictates of my own impatient Soul ; as 
foon as I receiv'd them, I immediately took Horfe 
for Bellfontithough I knew I ihould not fee my Ado« 
irable Sylvia 'till Eight or Nine at Night ; but oh 
'tis wondrous Tleafure to be fo much more near 
my eternal Joy; I wait at Darillus's Cottage the 
tedious approaching Night that^mutt (belter me in 
its kind Shades, and condu£): me to a PleaCure I 
faint but with imagining; 'tis now, my lovely 
Charmer, Three a Clock, and oh how many te- 
dious Hours I am to languifli here before the 
blefled one arrive ! I know you love, my Sylvia^ 
and therefore muft guefe at fome Part of my Tor- 
ment, which yet is mix'd with a certain trembling 
Joy, not to be imagin'd by any but Syhia, who 
furely loves Philander -, if there be Trudi in Beau- 
ty, r aith in Youth, flie furely loves him much ; 
and much more above her Sex (he is capable of 
Love, by how much more her Soul is form'd of 
a fofter and more delicate Compofition ; by how 
much more her Wit's refin'J and elevated above 
her duller Sex, and by how much more flie is 
oblig'd; if Paffion can claim Paffion in return, 
fure no Beauty was ever fo much indebted to a 
Slave, a§ Sylvia to Philander \ none ever lov'd 
Jike me : Judge then my Pains of Love, my Joys, 
my Fears, my Impatience and Defires ; and call 
me to your , facred Prefence with all the Speed of 
Love, and as foon as it is dufkiih, imagine me in 
the Meadow behind the Grove, 'till when think 
me employ'd in eternal Thoughts of Sylvia ; reft- 
lefs, and talking to the Trees of Sylvia^ fighing 
her charming Name, circling with folded Arms . 
my panting Heart, (that beats an4 trembles the 

more- 
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more, the nearer it approaches the. happy BiUfont) 
and fortifying the feeble Trembler againft a Sight 
fo favi(hing and furprizing ; I fear to be fuftain'd 
with Life ; but if I faint in Sylvia's Arms, It will 
be happier far than all the Glories of Life without 
her. 

Send, my Angel, fomething from you to make 
the Hours lefs tedious: Connder me, love me, 
and be as impatient as ' I, that you may the fooner 
find at your Feet your everlafting Lover, 

PHILANDER. 

From DorillusV Cottage, 


To P H I L A N D E R. 

T Have at lail recovered Senfe enough to tell you, 
-■' I have receiv'd your Letter by DorHluSj and 
which had like to have been difcover'di . for he pru- 
dently enough put it under the Strawberries he 
brought me in a Baiket, fearing he fhould get no 
other Opportunity to have given it me j and my 
Mother feeing them look fo fair and frefli, fnatch'd 
the Bafket with a Greedinefs I have not feen in 
her before; whilft flie was calling Cb her Page for 
a Porcelane Difti to put them out, Dorillus had 
an Opportunity to hint to me what lay at the Bot- 
tom: Heavens! had you feen my Diforder and 
Confufion ; what fhould I do ? Love had not one In- 
vention in Store, and here it was that all the Sub- 
tilty of Women abandon'd me. Oh Heavens, 
how cold and pale I grew, left the moft important 
Bufinefs of my Life fhould be betray'd and ruin'd ! 
but not to terrify you longfer with Fears of my 
Danger, the Difn came^ and out the Strawberries 
were pour'd, and the Bafket thrown afide on the 
Bank where my Mother fate, (for we were in the 
Garden when we met accidentally Dorillus firft 

with 
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with the Bafket ;) there; were foxne Leaves of Fern 
put at the Bottom between the Ba(ket and Letter^ 
which by good Fortune came not out with the 
Strawberries,' and after a Minute or two I took up 
the Baiket, and walking careleflv up and down 
the Garden, gathered here and there a Flower,. 
Finks and JeiTamine, and filling my Baiket, fate 
down again 'till my. Mother had eat her Fill of 
the Fruit, and gave me an Opportunity to retire - 
to my Apartment, where opening the Letter, and 
finding you fo near, and waiting to fee me, I had' 
certainly funk down on the Floor, had not Me- 
linda fupported me, who only was by. ; fomething 
fo new, and 'till now fo flrange, feiz'd me at the ,^ 
Thought of fo fecret an Interview, that I lofl all 
my Senfes, and Life wholly departing, I refled on 
Melinda without Breath or Motion ; the violent 
EfFefls of Love and Honour, the impetuous 
meeting Tides of the Extreams of Joy and Fear, 
rufhing on too fuddenly, overwhelmed my Senfes ; 
and it was a pretty while before I recover'd Strength 
to get to my Cabinet, where a fecond Time I opened 
your Letter, and read it again with a thoufand 
Changes of Countenance ; my whole Mafs of Blood 
was in that Moment fo difcompos'd, that I changM 
from an Ague to a Fever feveral Tim^ in a Mi- 
nute : Oh what will all this bring me to ? And 
where will the raging Fit end? I die with that 
Thought, my guilty Fen Hackens in my trembling 
Hand, and I languifn and fall over the un-employ'd 

Paper; Qh help me, fome Divinity, Or if 

you did,-— I fear J fhould be angry: Oh PAj- 
lander! alhoufand Paflions and diflracted Thoughts 
croud to get out^ and make their foft Complaints 
to thee; but oh they lofe themfelves with mix- 
ing ; diey are blended in a Confufion together, 
and Love nor Art can dividethem, to deju them 
out in Order; fometimes I would tell you of my 

Joy 
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Joy at your Arrival, and my unfpeaking Trjinfports 
at the Thought of feeing you fo foon, that I fliall 
hear your charmirlg Voice, and find you at my 
Feet making foft Vows anew, with all the Paffion 
of an impatient Lover, with all the Eloquence 
that Sighs and Cries, and Tears from thofe lovely 
Eyes can exprefs ; and fure that is enough to con« 
quer any where, and to which coarfe vulgar Words 
are dull. The Rhetorick of Love is half-breath'd, 
interrupted Words, languifliing Eyes, flattering 
Speeches, broken Sighs, preiling the Hand, and 
falling Tears : Ah how do they not perfuade, how 
do they not charm and conquer; 'twas thus, with 
tbefe foft eafy Arts, that Sylvia firft was won 1 
for fure no Arts of Speaking could have talked 
my Heart away, though you can fpeak like any 
God : Oh whither am I driven ? What do I fay ? 
'Twas not my Purpofe, not my Bufinefs here, to 
;ive a Character of Philander^ no nor to fpeak of 
>ve; but oh! like Cm;/fy's Lute, my Soul will 
found to nothing but to Love: Talk what you 
will, begin what Difcourfe you pleafe, I end it 
all in Cove, becaufe my Soul is ever fix'd on 
Philander^ and infenfibly its Biafs leads to that Sub- 
je<9:; no, I did not, wheni began to Write, think 
of fpeaking one Word of my own Weaknefs; but 
to have told you with what refolvM Courage, Ho- 
nour and Virtue, I exped your coming j and fure 
fo facred a Thing as Love was not made to ruin 
thefe, and therefore in vain, my lovely Brother, 
you will attempt it ; and yet, 9h Heavens ! I gave 
a private Affignation^ in my Apartment, alone 
and at Night; where Silence, Love and Shades, 
are all your Friends, whei^e Opportunity obliges 
your Paffion, while, Heaven knows, not one of 
all thefe, nor any kind Power, is Friend to me; 
1 fhall be left to you and all thefe Tyrants expos'd, 
without other Guards than this boafted Virtue, 

which 
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which had need be wondrous to refift all thefe 
powerful Enemies of its Purity and Repofe. Alas 
I know not its Strength, I never try'd it yet ; and 
this will be the firft Time it has ever been exposed 
to your Power J the firft Time I ever had Courage 
to meet you as a Lover, and let you in by Stealth, 
an(^ put myfelf unguarded into your Hands : Oh 
' I die with the Apprehenfion of approaching Danger ! 
and yet I have not Power to retreat; I muft on. 
Love compels me. Love holds me feft; the fmiling 
Flatterer promifes a thoufand Jovs, a thoufand 
ravifhing Minutes of Delight ; all innocent and 
harmlefs as his Mother's Doves : but oh they bill 
and kifs, and do a thoufand Things I muft forbid 
Philander \ for I have often heard' him fay with 
Sighs, that his Complexion render'd him lefs ca- 
p^Ie of the foft Play of Love, than any other 
Lover: I have feen him fly my very Touches, 
yet fwear they were the greateflf Joy on Earth : 
I tempt him even with my Looks from Virtue ^ 
and when I aik the Caufe, or cry be is cold, he 
Vows 'tis becaufc he dares not endure my Temp- 
tations ; fays his Blood runs hotter and fiercer in 
his Veins than any other's does ; nor have the oft 
repeated Joys reap'd in the Marriage Bed, any 
Thing abated that which he wiih'd, but he fear'd 
would ruin me : Thus, thus whole Days we have 
fate, and gaz'd, and fieh'd ; but durft not truft our 
Virtues with fond Dalliance. 

My Page is come to tell me that Madam the 
Dutchefs of—is come to BellfonU and I am oblig'd 
to quit my Cabinet, but with infinite Regret, being 
at prefent much more to my Soul's Content em- 
ploy'd ; but Love muft fometimes give Place to 
Devoiry and RcfpeQ. Dorillus too waits, and tells 
Melinda he will not depart without fomething for 
his Lord, to entertain him till the happy Hour* 
The Ruffick pleas'd me with the Concern he had 

for 
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for my Phtlattder I oh my charming Brother, you 
have an Art to tame even Savages, a Tongue that 
would charm and engage Wildnefs itfelf, to Soft- 
nefs and Gentlenefs, and give the rough unthink- 
ing. Love ; 'tis a tedious Time to Night, how fliall 
I pafs the Hours ? 


s 


To SYLVIA. 

AY, fond Love, whither wilt thou lead me ? 
Thou haft brought me from the noify Hurries of 
the Town, to charming Solitude ; from crouded Ca- 
bals, where mighty Things are refolving, to lonely 
Groves ; to thy own Abodes where thou dwell 'ft; 
gay and pleas'd among the Rural Swains in (hady 
homely Cottages ; thou haft brought me to a Grov6 
of Flowers, to the Brink of purling Streaois> 
where thou haft laid me down to contemplate on 
Sylviay to think my tediouus Hours away in the 
ibfteft Imagination a Soul in^ir'd by Love can 
conceive, to increafe my Paffion by every Thing I 
behold ; for every Sound that meets the Senfe is 
thy proper Mufick, oh Love, and every Thing 
infpires thy Di6btes ; the Winds around me blow 
foft, and mixing with wanton Boughs, continually 
play and kiis; while thofe, like a coy Maid in 
Love, refift, and comply by Turns ; they, like a 
ravifli'd vigorous Lover, rufli on with a. tranfported 
Violence,rudely embracing their Spring-drefs'd Mi- 
ftrefs, ruffling her Native Order; while the pretty 
Birds on the dancing Branches inceffantly make 
Love; upbraiding duller Man with his defe6tivc 
want of Fire : Man, the Lord of all ! He to be 
ftinted in the moft valuable Joy of Life; Is it not 
pity ? Here is no troublefome Honour, amongft 
the pretty Inhabitants of the Woods and Streams, 
fondly to give Laws to Nature, but uncont^oul'd 
they play, and fmg, and love; no Parents checking 

their 
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their dear Delights, no flavifli Matrimonial Ties to 
reftrairt their nobler Flame^ No Spies to interrupt 
their bleft Appointments ; but every little Neft is 
free and open to receive the young fledg'd Lover ; 
every Bough is confcious of their raiEon, nor do 
the generous Pair languifh in tedious Ceremony j 
but meeting look, and like, and love, imbrace 
with their wingy Arms, and falute with their little 
opening Bills \ this is their Courtfhip, this the amo- 
rous Compliment, and this only the Introdu£tion 
to all their following Happinefs ; and thus it is with 
the Flocks and Herds ; while fcanted Man, born 
alone for the Fatigues of Love, with induftrious 
Toil, and all his boafting Arts of Eloquence, his 
God-like Image, and his noble Form, may labour 
on a tedious Term of Years, with Pain, Expence, 
and Hazard, before he can arrive at Happinefs, 
and then too perhaps his Vows are unregarded, 
and all his Sighs and Tears are vain. Tell me> 
oh you Fellow-Lovers, ye amorous dear Brutes, 
tell me, when ever you lay languifhing beneath your 
Coverts, thus for your fair She, and durft not ap« 
proach for fear of Honour ? Tell me, by a gentle 
Bleat, ye little butting Rams, do you figh thus for 
your foft, white Ewes ? Do you lie thus conceal'd, 
to wait the coming Shades of Night, 'till all the 
curfed Spies are folded ? No, no, even you are 
much more bleft than Man, who is bound up to 
Rules, 'fettered by the nice Decencies of Honour. 

My Divine Maid, thus were my Thoughts em- 
ploy'd, when from the fertheft End of the -Grove, 
where I now remain, I faw DoriUus approach with 
thy welcome Letter j he tells, you had like to have 
been furpriz'd in making it up ; and he receiv'd it 
with much Difficulty : Ah Sylvia^ fhould any Ac- 
cident happen to prevent my feeing you to Night, 
I were undone for eirer,' and you mull: exped: to 
find me ftretch'd out, dead and cold under this 

Oak, 
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Oak, where now I lie writing on its knotty Root, 
Thy Letter, I confefs, is dear; it contains thy 
Soiu, and nay Happinefs j by this After-ftory of 
the Surprize 1 long to be inform'd of, for from 
thence I may gather Part of my Fortune, I rave 
and die with Fear of a Difappointment \ not but I ' 
would undergo a thoufand Torments and Deaths 
for Sylvia i but oh confider me, and let me not 
fuflFer if poffible; for know,, my charming Angel, 
my impatient Heart is alipoft broke, and will not 
contain itfelf without being nearer my adorable 
'Maid, without taking in at my Eyes a little Com- 
fort^ no, I am refolv'd; put me not off with 
Tricks, which foolifh Honour invents to jilt Man- 
kind with; for if you do, by Heayen I will forget 
all Cpnfiderations and Refpe£l, and force myfelf 
with all the Violence of raging Love anto the Pre- 
fencft of my cruel Sylvia ; own her mine, and ra- 
. vifh my Delight ; nor^ fliall the happy Walls of 
Bellfont be of Strength fufEcient to fecure her ; 
nay, perfuade me not, for if you make me mad 

and raving, this will be the f.iFe£ts on't: Oh 

pardon me, my facred Maid, pardon the Wild- 
nefe of^ my frantick Lovc^ — I paufed, took a Turn 
or two in the lone Path, confider'd what I had 
faid, and found it was too much, too bold, too 
rude to approach my foft, my tender Muid : I am 
calm, my Soul^ as thy bewitching Smiles; hiift, 
as' thy fecret Sfghs, and will refolve to die rather 
than offend my adorable Virgin; only fend me 
Word what you think of my Fate, while I expe6i 
it here on this kind Mofly Bed where now I lie; 
which I would not quit for a Throne, fince here 
I may hope the News may fooneft arrive to make 
me happier than ^ God ! which that nothing on my 
Part may prevent,! here vow in the Face of Heaven, 
I will not abufe the Freedom ray Sylvia blefles me 
with; nor (hall my Love go beyond th^ Limits of 
I Honour. 
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Honour. Sylvia (hall command With a Frown, 
and fetter mc with a Smile ; prefcribc Rules to my 
longing, ravifli'd Eves, and pinion my bufy, fond, 
roving Hands, and lay at her Feet, like a tame 
JSIave, her Adoring 

PHILANDER. 


To PHILANDER. 

A Pproach, approach, you facred Queen of Night, 
^^ and bring Phikmaer veil'd from all Eyes out 
mine ; approach at a fond Lover's Call, behold 
how I lie panting with Expectation, tir'd out with 
your tedious Cerenlony to the God of Day j be 
kind, oh lovely Night, and let the Deity defcend 
to his beloved Thitis^s Arms, and 1 to my Phi^ 
lander^ s ; the Sun and I muft ixiatch our Joys in the 
fame happy Hours ; favoured by thee, oh facred, 
filent Night ! See, fee, the enamour'd Sun is hafting 
on apace to his expelling Miftrefs, while thou dull 
Night art flowlylingeringyet. Advance^my Friend ! 
my Goddefs ! and my Confident ! hide all my 
Bluihes, all my foft Cfonfufions, my Tremblings, 
Tranfports, and Eyes all languiihing. 

Oh Philander! a thoufand Things I have done 
to divert the tedious Hours, but nothing can > all 
Things are dull without thee. I am tir'd with every 
thing, impatient to end, as foon as I begin them ; 
even the Shades and folitary Walks afford me now 
no Safe, no Satisfaction, and Thought but afHiCift 
me more, that us'd to relieve. And J at laft have 
Kecourfe to my kind Pen : For while I write, 
methinks I ^m talking to thee; I tell thee thus my 
Soul, while thou, methinks, art all the while 
fmiling and liflening by ; this is much eafier than 
Alent Thought, and my Soul is never weary of 
this Converfej and thus 1 would fpeak a thoufand 
I Things, 
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Things, but that ftill, methinks. Words do not 
enough exp^efs my Soul ; to underftand that right, 
. there requires Looks j there is a Rhetorick in Looks ; 
in Sighs and filent Touches that furpaffes all; 
there is an Accent in the Sound of Words too, 
that gives a Senfe and foft Meaning to little Things, 
which of themfelves are of trivial Value, and in- 
fignificant; and by the^ Cadence of the Utterance 
may exprefs a Tendernefs which their own Mean- 
ing does not bear; by this I wou'd infmuate, that 
the Story of the Heart cannot be fo well told by 
this Way, as by Prefence and Converfation 5 fure 
Philander underftands what I mean by this, which 
poffibly is Nonfenfe to all but a Lover, who ap- 
prehends all the little fond Prattle of the Thing be- 
lov'd, and finds an Eloquence in it, thattoaSenie 
unconcern'd would appear even approaching to 
Folly: But PfeVtf«^,»who has the true Notions 
of Love in him, apprehends all that can be faid 
on that dear Subje<^ ; to him I venture to fay any 
Thing,whofekind and foft Imaginations canfupply 
all 'my Wants in the Defcription of the Soul : Will 
it not. Philander? Anfwer me: — But oh, where 
art thou? I fee thee not, I touch thee not; but 
when I hafte with Transport to embrace thee, ^tis 
Shadow all, and my poor Arms return empty to 
my Bofom : Why, oh why com'ft thou not ? Why 
art thou cautious, and prudently waiiled the flow- 
pac'd Night: Oh cold, oh unreafonable Lover, 
why ? — But I grow wild, and know not what I 
fay : Impatient Love betrays me to a thoUfand Fol- 
lies, a thoufandRafhneiles : I die with Shame; but 
I muft be undone, and it is no matter how, whe- 
ther by my own Weaknefs, Philander^s Charms, 

orbotn, I know not; but fo it is deftin'd, Oh 

Philander^ it is two tedious Hours Love has 
counted fince you writ to me, yet are but a quar- 
ter of a Mile diftant; what have you been doing 
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all that live-long while ? Are you not unkind ? 
Dpe^ not Sylvia lie neglefted and unregarded in 
your Thoughts ? Huddled up confufedly with your 
graver Bufinefs of State, and almoft loft in the 
ambitious Croud ? Say, fay, my lovely Charmer, 
is flie not ? Does not this fatal Intereft you efpoufe, 
rival your Sylvia? Is fhe not too often remov'd 
thence to let in that haughty Tyrant Mittrefs ? Alas, 
Philander^ I more than fear me is : and oh, my 
adorable Lover, when I look forward on our 
coniing Happinefs, when ever I lay by the Thoughts 
of Honour, and give a loofe to Love; I run 
not far in the pleafing Career, before that- 
dreadful Thought ftopp'd me on my Way: I 
have a fetal prophetick Fear, that gives a Check to 
my foft Purfuit, and tells me that thy unhappy 
Engagement in this League, this accurfed Ailb- 
ciation,. will one Day undo us both, and part for 
ever thee and thy unliicky Sylvia '^ Yes, yes, my 
dear Lord, my Soiid does prefage an unfortunate 
Event from this dire Engagement; nor can your 
falfe Reafoning, your fency'd Advantages, recon- 
cile it to niy honeft, good-natur'd Heart; andfure- 
ly the Defign is inconfiftent with Love, for two 
fuch mighty Contradiftions and Enemies, as Love 
and Ambition, or Revenge, can never fure abide 
in one Soul together, at leaft Love can but fhare 
Philander^s Heart; when Blood and Revenge 
(which he mifcalls Glory) rivals it, and has poffi- 
bly the greateft Part in it : Methinks, this Notion 
enlarges in me, and every Word I fpeak, and 
every Minute's Thought of it, ftrengthens its Rea- 
fonto me; and give me leave (while I am full of 
the Jealoufy of it) to exprefs my Seijtiments, and 
lay before you thofe Reafons, that Love and I 
tjiink moft fubftantial ones ; what you have hitherto 
defued of me, oh unreafonable Philander,^ and 
what I (out of Modefty and Hgn^ur) deny'd, I 

have 
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have Reafon to fear (from the abfolute Conqueft 
you have made of my Heart) that fome Time or 
other the charming Thief may break in and rob me 
of; for Fame and Virtue Love begins to laugh at. 
My dear unfortunate Condition being thus, it is 
*not impoffible, oh Philander^ but I may one Day, 
in fome unlucky Hour, in fome foft bewitching 
Moment, in fome fpiteful, critical, ravifhing Mi- 
nutey yield all to the charming Phikmder\ and if fo, 
where, oh where is my Security, that I (h^U not 
be abandon'd by the lovely Vidor I For it is not 
your Vows which you call facred (and I alas be- 
lieve fo) that can fecure me, tho' I, Heaven knows, 
believe them all,and am undone ; you may keep them 
all too, and I believe you will ; but^h. Philander^ 
in thefe fatal Circumftances you have engag'd your- 
felf, can you fecure me my Lover? Your Prote- 
ftations you may, but not the dear Proteftor. Is 
Ht not enough, oh Philander j for my eternal Un- 
quiet, and Undoing, to know that you are mar- 
ry'd, and cannot therefore be entirely mine ; is not 
this enough, oh cruel Philander ? But you muft 
efpoufe a fatal Caufe too, more pernicious than 
that of Matrimony, and more deftru6tive to my 
Repofe : Oh give me leave to reafon with you, and 
lince you have been pleas'd to truft and afflift me 
with the S^ret, which, honeft as I am, I will 
never betray ; yet, yet give me leave to urge the 
Danger of it to you, and confequently to me, if 
you purfue it ; when you are with me, we can 
think, and talk, and argue nothing but the migh- 
tier Bufmefs of Love ; and it is fit that I, fo fondly, 
and fatally lov'd by you, Ihould warn you of the 
Danger. Confider, my Lord, you are born Noble, 
from Parents of untainted Loyalty; bleft with a 
Fortune few Princes benearth Sovereignty are Ma- 
fters of; bleft with all-gaining Youth, commanding 
Beauty, Wit, Courage, Bravery of Mind, and all 

C that. 
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that renders Men efteem'd and ador'd: What 
would you more? What is it, oh my charming 
Brother then, that you fetupfor? Is it Glory r 
Oh miftaken, lovely Youth, that Glory is twt 
a glittering Light, d^ait ftaibes for a Moment, and 
then disappears ; it is a faHe Bravery, tiiat will brin j 
an eternal Biemift upon your hon«ft Fame and 
Houfe ; render your honourable Name hated, de- 
tefted, and abominable in Story to after Ages; a 
Traytor ! the worft of Titles, the moA in^rioos 
and ihameful \ what has tiie King, our good, our 
gracious Monarch done to Pl^Urndtrf How dif- 
oblig'd him ? Or indeed, vdiat Injiny to Man- 
kind ? Who hsB he opprefs'd ? Where piay'd the 
Tyrant or thg Raviflier ? What one cruel or angty 
Thing has he committed in all the Time of his foftf 
tunate and peaceable Reign over us ? Whofe Ox 
or whofe Afs has he unjuftly taken ? What Orphan 
wrong'd, or Widow's Tears negle<Sted ? But all 
his Life has been one continued Miracle ; all good> 
all gracious, calm and merciful : And this good, 
this Godlike King is mark'd out for Slaughter^ 
defign'd a Sacrifice to the private Revenge of a few 
ambitious Knaves and Rebels, whofe Pretence is 
the public Good, and doomed to be bafely mur- 
dered : A Murder ! even on the worft of Criminals, 
carries with it a Cowardife (b black and infamous, 
as the moft abjed Wretches, the meaneft fpirit»d 
Creature has -an Abhorrence for: What! to mur- 
der a Man unthinking, unwarn'd, unprepared an4 
undefended ! oh barbarous ! oh poor and moft un- 
brave ! What Villain is there loft to all Humani- 
ty, to be found upon the Face of the Eaith, that^ 
when done, dare own fb hellifh a Deed as the 
Murder of the meaneft of his Fellow Subjects, 
much lefs the facred Pcrfon of the King; the 
Lord's Anointed; on whofe awful Face *tis im- 
poffible to look without that Reverence where- 
with 
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with one would behold a God ! Fer *tis rtioft cer- 
tain, that every Glance from his piercing, wondrous 
Eyes, begets a treift bUng Ador atioh ; for my Part, 
I Iwear to you, Philandery 1 never approach his 
facred Perfon, but my H^rt beats, my filood runs 
cold about me, and my Eyes overflow with Tears 
of Joy, while an awful Confufion feizes me all 
over; and I am certain (hould the moft hardened 
of your bloody Rebels look him in die Face, the 
^ev41i& Inflruitieht ^ Dtatlh would drop from his 
faCritegibUi Hasid, and leate him confounded at 
Ae Feetof th'c Royal forgiving Sufferer ; his Eyes 
have in them fomething fo fierce, fo inajeftick com- 
manding, and yet fo good aiid merciful, as would fof- 
ten Rebellion itfelf into repenting Loyalty j and like 
Caius Marius^ feein to fay,—- Who is it dares hurtthfj 
King ?— Thciy alone, like his Guardian Angels, de- 
fend his &cred Perfon :' Oh ! What Pity it is, unhappv 
3^ng Man, thy Eidufcatiefa was not neaip the King, 
'Tis ^lain, 'tis reafonable, 'tis hofleft, great and 
^lorioud to believe, i^hat thy own Senfe (if thou 
wik but think and conilder) will inftru£t thee in, 
that Treaibit, Rebellion ahd Murder, are far from 
the Paihs that kad to Glory, whkh are as diftant 
aa Hell frotti Heaveja. What is it then to advance ? 
(fince I fay 'tis plain. Glory is never this Way to 
foe at^hiev'd) Is it to add more thouKands to thofe 
Fortune has already fo lavifhly beftowed on you } 
Oh my PhiUmder^ that's to doufUe the vaft Crime, 
whkh reaches already to Dsimnation : Would your 
Honditr, your Confcience, your Chriflianity, or 
common Humanly, fuffer yon to inkrge yoidr^For*- 
tto^s at the P^ke of alnother's Ruin ; and tMsin^ 
the Spoik of ibiiie hox^^ noble, unfortunate Sn^ 
UitAji the Rewards of your Treachery ? WoaW yeti 
btmd your Fame on fuch a Foundation? Perhaps 
on the DeftruSSion of feme Friend or Kinfman* 
Oh baili^o'ui .tmd miftaken GreoCnefe ^ T>hi0ve» 
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and Robbers would fcorn fuch Outrages, that had 
but Souls and Senfe. 

Is it for Addition of Titles ? What Elevation 
can you have much greater than where you now 
ftand fix'd ? If you do not grow giddy with your 
fancied falfe Hopes, and faH from that glorious 
Height you are already arrived to, and which, with 
the honeft Addition of Loyalty, is of far more 
Value and Luftre, than to arrive at Crowns by 
Blood and Treafon. This will laft; to Ages laft: 
While t'other will be ridiculed to all Pofterity, 
fhort-liv'd and reproachful here, infamous and ac- 
curfed to all Eternity. 

Is it to make Cefario King? Oh what is Cefario 
to my Philander ? If a Monarchy you defign, then 
why not this King, this great, this good, this Royal 
Eorgiver? Thisj who was born a King, and born 
,your King ; and holds his Crown by Right of Na- 
ture, by Right of Law, by Right of Heaven itfelf ; 
Heaven who has preferved him, and confirmed him 
ours, by a thoufand miraculous Efcapes and Suffer- 
ings, and indulged him ours by ten thoufand Ads 
of Mercy, and endeared him to us by his wondrous 
Care' and ConduA, by fecuring of Peace, Plenty, 
Eafe and luxurious Happinefs, over all the fortu- 
nate Limits of his blefied Kingdoms : And will 
you? * Would you deftroy this wondrous Gift of' 
Heaven ? , This Godlike King, this real Good we 
;iow poiTefs, for a moft uncertain one ; and with 
it the Repofe of all the happy Nation ? To efta- 
blifli a King without Law, without Right, without 
Confent, without Title, and indeed without cvcitt 
competent Parts for fo vail a Truft, or fo glori- 
OU3 a Rule? One who never oblig'd the Nation 
by one fingle Ad of Goodnefe or Valour, in all 
the Courfe of his Life ; and who never iignaliz'd 
himfelf to the Advantage of one Man of all the 
Kiogdom : A Prince unfortunate in fais Pruidples 
Lnc - -* and 
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and 'Morals ; and whofe fole, fihgle Ingratitude to 
his Majefty, for fo many royal Bounties, Honours, 
and Glories heap'd upon him, is of itfelf enough 
to fet any honeft generous Heart againft him. What 
is it bewitches you fo ? Is it his Beauty ? Then 
Philander has a greater Title than Cefario ; and 
not one other Merit has he, fmce in Piety, Chaftity, 
Sobriety, Charity and Honour, he as little excels, 
as in Gratitude, Obedience and. Loyalty, What 
then, my dear Philander? Is it his Weaknefs ? Ah,, 
there's the Argument : You all propoie, and think 
to govern (b fdTt a King : But believe me, oh un- 
happy Philander! nothing is more ungovernable' 
than a Fool ; nothing more obftinate, wilful, con- 
ceited^ and cunning ; and for his Gratitude, let the 
World judge what he muft prove to his Servants, 
who has dealt fo ill with his Lord and Mailer ; 
how he muft reward thofe that prefent him with 
a Crown, who deals fo ungracioufly with him 
who gave him Life, and who fet him up an hap- 
pier Obj^ft than a Monarch : No, no, Philander i 
he that can cabal, and contrive to dethrone a Father^ 
wiH find'itcafjrtodifcard the wicked and hate* 
InAruments, that affifted him to mount it ; decline 
him then, oh fond and deluded Philander ^ decline 
him early ; for you of all the reft ought to do fo, 
and not to fet a helping Hand to load him with 
Honours, that chofe you out from all the World 
to load with Infamy: Kemember that j Remember 
Myrtilla^ §nd then renounce him ^ do not you con- 
tribute to the adorning of his unfit Head with a 
Diadem, the moft glorious of Ornaments, who 
unadorned yours with the moft inglorious of all 
Reproaches. Think of this, oh thou unconfidering, 
noble Yputh j lay thy Hand upon thy generous 
Heart, and tell it all the Fears, all the Kcafonings 
of her th^t loves thee more than Life. A thoufand 
Arguments I could bring,but thcfe few unftudied 
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falliiig in amon^ my, ibfter Thou^»} I beg yoa. ^ 
will accept of, 'till I can mose at large deliver 
the glorious Argument to your Soul ; let this fuffice 
to tell thee, that, like CaJJandra^ I rave and pro- 
phefy in vain ; this AfE>ciation will be the eternal 
Ruin of Philander ; for let it fucceed or Aot, ekher 
Way thou art un(h>ne ; if thou purfuefi it, I mixft la** 
failibly fall with thee, if I refelve to foUow dk]i» 
good or ill Fortune; fbr\you cannot intend Love 
a^d Ambition, Syhia and Cefario at once r No^ 
periuade me noi^ ; the Title to one or t'other miift 
be laid' down, Syhia or Cefario muil be abandon'd : 
This is my fix'd Reiblve, if t\iy too powerful Ar-» 
guments convince not In (pjte of Reafph, for the^ 
can do it ; thoahaft the Tongue of an An^el, and 
the Eloquence of a God, and while I liften to thy 
Voice, I take all thoa fay'ft for wondi^ous &nie% 
-^ — Farewel; about two Hours hence I fhall ex-> 
pe£k you at the Gate that leads into the Garcbn 
Grove^-— Adieu! Remember 

\ 

To BY hV I h, 

How comes my charming Sylvia fo flHlM^ ift- 
the Myfteries of State ? Where learnt- her- te»- 
der Heart the Notions of rigid Bufmefe ? Wfeef^ 
her foft Tongue, formed only for the- dear Lan- 
guage of Love, to talk of the Concerns ^f Nations^ 
and Kingdoms? 'Tis true, when I gave my Sou^ 
away to my dear Counfellor, I referved nothing- 
to myfelf, not even that Secret that €o concerned 
my Life, but laid all at her Mercy 5 my generous- 
Heart could not love at a lefo Rate, than te feiviftf 
all, and be undone for Syhia; 'tis glorious Ruin, 
and it pleafes me, if it advance one fingle Jby, dr adtf 
one Demonftration of my* Love- to Sylvia y 'ris not 
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enough that we tell thoib we love all they love to 
hear, but one ought to tell them too, every Secret that 
we know, and conceal no Part of that Heart one 
has made" a Prefent of to the Peribn one loves ; 'tis 
ar Treafon in Love not to be pardoned : I am fen- 
fible that when my Story is told (and this happy 
one of my Love (hall make up the greateft Part of 
my Hiftory) thofe that love not like me will be 
apt tcUame me, and charge me with Weakneis, 
fQf revealing ib great a Truft to a Woman, and 
amongft all that 1 fhall do to arrive at Glory, that 
will brand me with Feebleneis ; but Sylvia^ when 
Lovers ihall read it, the Men will excuie me, and 
the Maids ble& me ! I (hall be a fond admired 
Precedent for them^ to point out to their remifs re- 
ferving Lovers, who will be reproached for not 
purfuing my Example. I know not what Opi- 
nion Men . generally have of the Weaknefs of 
Women ^ but 'tis Aire a vulgar Error, for were 
thev like my adorable Sylvia^ had th^ had her 
Wit, her Vivacity of Spirit, her Courage, her ge- 
nerous-Fortitude, hep Command in every graceful 
Look and Adion, they were moft certamly fit to 
rule and reigiv; and Man was only born fobuft 
and ftrong, to fecure them on thoie Thrones they 
are formed (by Beauty, Softnefs, and a Thoufana 
Charms^ which Men want) to pofleft. Glorious 
Woman was born* for Command and Dominion $ 
and the^ Cuftom has ufurped us the Name of Rule 
over all ; we from the Beginning found ourfelves 
(in* fpite of aU our boafted Prerogative) Slaves 
and Vaffals to the Almighty Sex. Take dien my 
Share of Empire,- ye Gods; and give me Love! 
Let me toil to gain, but ht Sylvia trrumph and 
reign; I afk no more than the led' Slave at her 
Chariot Wheels, to gaze on iny charming Con- 
querefe, and wear with Joy her Fetters ! Oh how 
proud I fliould be to jfee the dear Vi^or of my 
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Soul io elevated, fo adorn'd with Crowns and 
Scepters at her Feet, which I had Avon ; to fee her 
fmiling on the adoring Croud, diftributing her Glo- 
ries to young waiting Princes ; there dealing Pro- 
vinces, and there a Coronet. Heavens ! methinks 
I fee the lovely Virgin in this . State, her Chariot 
flowly driving through the Multitude that prefs to 
gaze upon her, flie drefs'd like Venus^ richly gay 
and loofe, her Hair and Robe blown by the flying. 
Winds, difcovering a thoufand Charms to View j 
thus the young Goddefs looked, then when flie. 
drove her Chariot down defcending Clouds, to , 
meet the Love-fick Gods in cooling Shades ; and 
fo would look my Sylvia I Ah, my . foft, lovely 
Maid J fuch Thoughts as thefe dv^i me with Am- 
bition : For me, I fwear by every Power that made, 
me love, and made the wondrous fair, I defign 
no more by this great Enterpr'ze than to make thee 
fome glorious Thing, elevated above what we have 
feen yet on Earth j to raife thee above Fate or 
Fortune, beyond that Pity of thy duller Sex, who 
underftand not thy Soul, nor can ever reach the 
Flights of thy . generous Love ! No, my Soul's 
Joy, I muft not leave thee liable to their little na- 
tural Malice and Scorn, to the Impertinence of 
their Reproaches. No, my Sylvia^ I muft on, 
the great Defign muft move forward ; tho' I aban- 
don it, 'twill advance; it is already too far to put 
a Stop to it ; and now I am entered, it js in vain 
to retreat ; if we are profperous, it will to all 
Ages be called a glorious Enterprizej but if we fail, 
it will be bafe, horrid and infamous ; for the World 
judges of nothing but by the Succefs ; that Caufe 
is always good that is profperous, that is ill which 
is unfuccefsful. Should I now retreat, I run many 
Hazards ; but to go on I run but one ; by the firft 
I (hall alarm the whole Cabal with a Jealouiy of 
my difcovering, and thofe are Perfons of too great 
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Seiife and Courage, not to take fomo private way 
of Revenge, to fecure their own Stakes ; and to 
make myfelf uncertainly fafe by a Difcovery, in- 
deed, were to gain a Refuge fo ignoble, a$ a Man 
of Honour would fcorn to purchafe Life at ; nor 
would that Bafenefs fecure me. But in going on, 
oh Syhia ! when tljree Kingdoms fhall lie unpdflefs'd^ 
and be expofed as it were,amongft the raffling Croud, 
who knows but the Chance may be mine, as well as 
any other's, who has but the fame Hazard, and 
Throw for it ? If the ftrongeft Sword mutt do it, 
{as that njuft do it) why not mine ftill ? Why 
may not mine ftill f Why may not mine be that 
fortunate one ? Cefario has no more Kighi; to it 
than Philander \ 'tis true, a few of the Rabble 
will pretend he has a better Title to it, but they 
are a fort of eafy Fools, lavifh in nothing but 
i^oife and Nonfenfe ; true to Change and Incon- 
ftancy, and will abandon him to their own Fury 
jfbr the next that cries Haloo: Neither is there one 
Part of fifty (of the Fools tjiat cry him up) for 
his Intereft, tho' they ufe him for a Tool to work 
with, he being the only Great Man that wants 
Senfe enough to find out the Cheat which they 
dare impofe upon. Can any Body of Rcafon believe, 
if they bad defign'd him Good, theyV^uld let him 
bare-fac'd have own'd a Party fo oppofite to ait 
Laws of Nature, Religion, Humanity, ajid com- 
mon Gratitude ? When his Intereil, if defign'd, 
might have been carry'd on better, if he had ftill 
djfiembled, and ftay'd in Court: No, believe me, 
Sylvidj the Politicians fliew him, to render Jiim 
odious to all Men of tolerable Senfe of the Party i 
for what Reafon foevet they have who are difoblig^d 
(or at leaft think tbemfelves ,fo) to kt, up for li- 
berty, the World knows Cefario renders hi mfelf 
the worft of Criminals by it, and has abandon'd 
an Intereft more glorious and eaCv than Empire, 

C 5 . .to 
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to fide with, sndaid People that never did, or ever 
can oblige him ; and he is fb dull as to imagine that 
for his Sake, who never did- us Service or Good^^ 
(unlefs Cuckolding us be good) we fliould venture 
Life and Fame to pull down a true Monarch, to 
fet up his Baftardover us. Cefario muft pardon me> 
if I think his Politicks are fliallow as his Parts,, and 
that his own Intcreft has undone him ; for of what 
Advantage foever the Defign may be to us, it re- 
ally fliocks one's Nature to find a Son engaj'd 
againft a Father, and to him fuch a Father. Nor, 
when Time comes, fliall I forget the Ruin of 
Myrtilla. But let him hope on — ^.-and' fo will I, 
as do a thonfand more, for ought I know j^ I fet 
out as fair as they, and' will ftart.as eagerly; if I 
mifs it now, I hav6 Youth and Vigour fufficient 
for another Race ; and while I ftand on Fortune's 
Wheel as (he rolls it round, it may be my Turn 
to be o'th' Top;, for when 'tis fet inMotion^ be- 
lieve me, Sylvioy it is not eafily fix'd : However let 
it fuflSce; I am now in, pafta Retreat, and to urge 
it now to me, is but to put me into inevitable 
Danger; at beft it can but fet me where I was; 
that is worfe than Death. When every Fool is 
aiming at a Kingdom, what Man of tolerable Pride 
and Ambition can be unconcerned, and not put 
himfelf into a Pofture of catching, when a Diadem 
fhall be thrown among the Croud ? It were Infen- 
fibility, fl:upid Dulnefs, not to lift a Hand, or 
make a|i Effort to fnatch it as it flies : Though the 
glorious falling Weight fhould crufli me,' it is great 
to attempt; and if Fortune do not favour Fools, 
I have as fair a Grafp for it as any other Adven- 
turer. 

This, my Syhiay is my Senfe of a Bufmefs you 
ib much dread ; I may rife, but I cannot fall ; 
therefore, my Syhia^ urge it no more ; Love gave^ 
me Ambition, and do not divert the glorious Ef- 

fea^ 
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ftfts of ypur wondrous Charms, but let them 
OTow^ and fpreacf^ and fee what thejr will pro- 
Aice for my lovely Salvia, the Advantages wilf 

moft certainly be her% : Blit no more : How 

came my Love fo dull to entertain thee fo many 
Minutes thus with Reafons for an Affair, which 
one foft Hour with Sylvia wilt convince to what 
fte would* have it ; believe me, it will*, I will (a- 
crifice all to her Repofe, nay, to her leaft Com- 
mand, even the Life of 

(Jl^ Eternal Pleajure) 

nur PHILANI>ER. 

fhave no longer Patience^ I mnjt be coming to-* 
wards the Grove^ tho" it . ivill do me no Good, more 
than knowing I am fi much nearer my adorabk 
Creature, 

I conjure you burn this^ for writir^ in ha/h fljave 
not counterfeited my Hand, 


r(^ S Y L V I A. 

Writ in a Pm of Tahlets. 

|L^Y Charmer, I wait your Commands in the 
^^ Meadow behind the Grove, where I fawZ)<»- 
rinda^ Dorillus his Daughter, entring wil;h a Rafket 
of Cowflips for Sylvia^ unneceflariJy offering 
Sweets to theGoddeis of the Groves, from whence 
they (with all the reft of their gaudy Fellows of 
tlie Spring) affume their ravifhing Odours. I take 
every Opportunity of telling my Syhi'a wh?it t 
have fo often repeated, and fhall be ever repeating 
with the fame Joy while I live, that I love my 
Sylvia to Death and Madnefs ; that my Soul is on 
the Rack, till flie fend me the happy advancing 
Word, And yet believe me, lovely Maid, I could 

C 6 glow 
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grow old with waiting here the bleffed Moment, 
though fet at any Dift^nce (within the Compafs of 
Life, and impoffible to be 'till then arriv'd to) but 
when I am fo near approach'd it. Love from all 
Parts rallies and haftens to my Heart for the 
mighty Encounter, 'till the poor panting overload- 
ed V idtim dies with the prefling Weight. No more, 

You know it, for it is, and will be eternally 

5y»wVs, 

POSTCRIPT. 

. Remember^ my Adorable^ it is nowfeven a Clock : 
J have my Watch in my Hand^ waiting and looking 
en theJloW'Pat^d Minutes, Eight, will quickly ar^ 
rive J I hope^ and then it is dark enough to hide me*, 
think where I am, and who I am^ waiting near Syl- 
via, and her Philander. 

I think, my dear Angel, you have the other 
Key of thefe Tablets, if not, they are eafily broke 
open : You have an Hour good to write in, Sylvia 
and I fliall wait unemployed by any Thing but 
Thought. Send me Word how you were like to 
have been furpriz'd ; it may poffibly be of Advan- 
tage to me in this Night's dear Adventure. I 
wonder'd at the Superfcription of my Letter in- 
deed, of which Dorillus could give me no other 
Account, tlian that you were furpriz'd, and he re- 
ceiv'd it with Difficulty ; give me the Story now, 
do it in Charity, my Angel. Befides, I would 
employ all thy Moments, for I am jealous of 
every one that is not dedicated to Sylvia^ Phi- 
tander. 


7* 
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To P H I LAN D E R. 

I" Have received your Tablets, of which I have 
* the Key, and Heaven only knows (for Lovers 
cannot, unlefs they loved like Sylvia^ and her Pht^ 
lander) what Pains and Pantings my Heart fuftain'd 
at every Thought they brought me of thy near Ap- 
proach ; every Moment I ftart, and am ready to 
faint with Joy, Fear, and fomething not to be ex- 
prefs'd that feizes me. To add to this, I have 
bufy'd myfelf with dreffing my Apartment up with 
Flowers, fo that I fancy the ceremonious Bufinefs 
of the Light looks like the Preparations for the 
dear Joy of the Nuptial Bed j that too is fo adorn'd 
and deck'd with all that's fweet and gay; all which 
poilefles me with fo ravifliing and folemn a Con- 
fufion, that it is even approaching to the raoft pro- 
found Sadnefs itfelf. Oh Philander^ I find I am 
fond of being undone j and unlefs you take a 
more than mortal Care of me, I know this 
Night fome fatal Mifchief will befall me ; what 
it is I know not, either the Lofs of Phi- 
lander^ my Life, or my Honour, or all to- 
gether, which a Difcovery only of your being 
alone in my Apartment, and at fuch an Hour will 
moft certainly draw upon us : Death is the leaft 
we muft expe<2, by fome Surprize or other, my 
Father being rafh, and extremely jealous, and the 
more fo of me, by how much more he is fond of 
me, and nothing would enrage him like the Dif- 
covery of an Interview like this; tjiough you have 
Liberty to range the Houfe of Bellfont as a Son, 
and are indeed at Home there ; but when you come 
by Stealth, when he fhall find his Son and Virgin 
Daughter, the Brother and the Siller fo retired, fo 

entertained^ What "but Death canenfue? Or 

what is worfe. Eternal Shame ? Eternal Confufion 

• on 
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on my Honour ? What Excufe, what Evafions^Vows 
and Protdftalipns wiD'coijiviiice ^im^or appeafe Myr- 
/i7A7*s; jealoufyj MyrttUay, mj Sifter,, and Philander\ 
Wife? Oh God ! thatcruel Thought willput me iritd 
Rayingsj I have a thoufand' Streams of killing Re- 
fipftions. which flow from that Ol-iginal* Fountain I 
Curfe on the Alliance that gave you a Welcome to 
B'eltfonU Ah Philander y^ could yaa not have ftay'd 
ten (hort Years longer ? Alas, you* thought that 
was aa Age in Youth, but it is but a Day lii Love : 
Ah. coultf not your eager Youth have led you ta 
a'thoufand Diverfions> a thoufknd Times have baited 
in the long Journey of Life^ without hurrying on 
to the laft Stage, to the liaft Retreat,, but the Grave j 
and to me feem as irrecoverable, as impoi&ble to 
retrieve thee ?-—-- Could no kind j&eauty flop thee 
on thy Way,, in Charity or Pity ; Philander faw 
me Aen. And though Afyrtilla was more fit for 
his Carefles, andfl but capable to pkafe with Child- 
ifli Prattle ; oh could' he not have feen a promi- 
fing Bloom in. my Face, that might have foretold 
the future Conquefts I was born to make ? Oh ! 
was there no prophetick Charm that could befpeak 
your Heart, engage it, and prevent that fatal Mar- 
riage ? You fay,* my adorable Brother, we were 
deftined from our Creation for one another ; that 
the Decrees of Heaven, or Fate, or both, defign'd* 
us for this mutual Paffion: Why then,, oh why 
did not Heaven, Fate, or Deftiny, do the mighty 
Worki when, firft you faw my I'nfent Charms ?' 
But oh. Philander y^ why do I vainly rave ? Why 
call in vain on Time thatV fled and gone t Why 
idly wifh for ten Years Retribution?' That will 
not yield a Day, an Hour, a !^inute : No,, no, 
'tis paft, *lis paft and flown for ever, as diftant as 
a thoufand Years- to me, as irrecoverable. Oh- 
Philand'er^ what haft thou thrown away t Ten 
glorious Years of ravifhing Youth, of unmatched 
J ' heavenly 
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be*4venly Beauly,,on oae tiidt knpw nothstlf theV alue 
of it r Sylvia was only bom Ho fet a Rate upQii. it|, 
was only capable of Love, fuch Love as mi^tde- 
ferve it: Oh why- was Aa« cfa^rniihg Face ever 
laid on any Bofom that knew not how to figh, 
and pant, and beaVe at every Touch of fir mucll 
diftrs^fUnff Beauty? Ob why wei:e.thofe dear 
Arms^-wiioie iMt Pf^ngs ravi^ wheK they 
circle, deftin'd for a Body cold and dull, that could 
ileep infenfibly there, and not fo mucn- as dr^eam 
th^AvJiilef wii^ufc the tranfporting Plealure figniiied') 
but i|Jicoixcerxied leceive the wondrous Bleffing, 
and. never knew its. Pricey o>: thaxik'd bei< Stsii;sJ. 
Sbq has thoe all the. Day to gaze upon, ajusd y^% 
Hke^ lets thee pais her carelels. Sig^ as if ther^ 
were no Miradea in view : She does not k% 
the little Grods. of Love^ that, play eternally in 
lixf^ £ye&v ^d. fince flie never, received a JDa^ 
fronx thence;, believe there's, aa Artiliery tbtre^ 
She pl^ not with thy Hair,, nor weaves hei; 
iiiQwy Fingers in the Curls, of^ Jet, fete it ia 
Ordbr, and adores its Beauty : Thp Fool with 
Flaxen- Wigg had done as well for 4i6r i a. dull ^ 
white Coxcomb. had m^de as good, a- Propert^^V 
a Uuiband, is no more,^ at beft no more. Oh 
thou charnung Olyedl of my eternal Wiflies,, vrtiy 
v/txX thou thus difpos'd ? Oh fa^e my Life, and 
tell me what indifferent Impulfe obliged thee. tQ 
the{b Nuptials: Had MyrtiUa been recommended 
or forc'd by the 'Tyranny of a Father into thj^ 
Arms,, or for bafe Lucre diou hadfl: chofcn her, 
this- had excus'd thy Youth ^dCrimje ;. Obedience 
or Vanitjif I could bay.^ pardon'd,— --^But oh—-' 
'twas Love; Love, mY-Philand^ !' thy r^ing 
Love, and' that which has undone thee was a 
Rape rather than Marriage ; you fled with her. 
Oh Heavens, mad to poflefe, you ftole the un- 
loving Prize [•--'•-Yes, you lov'd her, falfe as 

you 
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ou are, you did ; peijur'd and faithlefs. Lov'd 
er? — Hell and Confufion on the Word j it was 
ib Oh PhilandeTy I am loft 

This Letter wasfiund torn in Piecp* ' 


i: 
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To Monfieury the Count of— - 

My Lordy 

THESE Pieces of Paper which I have put 
together as Ayell as I could, were writ by 
my Lady to have beeh fent by Dmnda^' when oit 
a fuddcn fhe rofe in Rage from her Seat, tore firft 
the Paper, and then her Robes and Hair, and in- 
deed nothing has efcaped the Violence of her Paf- 
fion ; nor could my Prayers or Tears retrieve 
them, or calm her : 'Tis however chang'd at laft 
to mighty Paffions of Weeping, in which Employ- 
ment I have left her on her " Repofe, being com- 
manded away. I thought it my Duty to give your 
Lordfhip this Account, and to fend the Pieces of 
Paper, that J^our Lordfliip may guefs at the Oc- 
cafion of the fudden Storm which ever rifes in 
that fatal Quarter ;' fcut in putting them in Order, 
I had like to have bce:n furprized by my Lady's 
Father ; for my Lord, the Count, having long 
ibiicited me for Favours, and taking all Oppor- 
tunities of entertaining me, found me alone in 
my Chamber, employ'd in ferving your Lordfhip j 
I had only Time to hide the Papers, and to get rid of 
him, having given him an Aflignation to Night 
in* the Garden Grove, to give him^ the Hear- 
ing to what he fays he has to propofe to me: Prajr 
Heaven all Things go right toyourLordfhip's Wifh 
this Evening, for many ominous Things happen'd 
to Day, Madam, the Countefs, had like to have 

taken 
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taken a Letter writ for your Lordihip to-day ; 

for the Dutchefs of coining to make her a V i- 

fit, came on a fudden with her into my LadyV 
Apartment, and furpriz'd her writing in her Dref- 
fing Room, giving her only Time to flip the Paper 
into her Comb-Box. The firft Ceremonies being 
pafs'd, as Madam^ the Dutcheis, ufes not mi^ch, 
(he fell to commend my Lady's Dr&ffing-Plate, 
and taking up the Box, and opening it, found the 
Letter, and laughing cry'd. Oh have I found you 
making Lovd; at which my Lady, with an infi- 
nite Confiifion, would have retrieved it, — But the 

Dutchefs not quitting her Hold, cry'd Nay, I 

am refolved to fee'=»in what manner you write to 
a Lover, and whether you have a Heart tender 
or cruel ; at which ihe began to read aloud, my 
Lady to blufh and change Colour a hundred Times • 
in a Minute ; I ready to die with Fear ; Madam 
the Countefs, in innnite Amazement, my Lady 
interrupting every Word the Dutchefs read, by . 
Prayers and Intreaties, which heightened her Cu- 
riouty, and being young and airy, regarded not 
the indecency, tp which fhe preferred her Curio- 
fity, who ftill laughing, cry*d, fhe was refolved to 
read it out, and know the Conftitution of her 
Heart; when my Lady, whofe Wit never fail'd 
her, crv'd, I befeech you, Madaiti, let us have fo 
much Complaifance for Melinda ^s to afk her Con- . 
fent in this Affair, and then I am pleasM you fhould 
fee what Love I can make upon Occafion : I took 
the Hint, flnd with a real Confufion, cry'd — I im- 
plore you, Madam, not to difcover my Weaknefs 
to Madam, the Dutchefs ; I would not for the 
World — be thought to love fo paflionately, as 
your Ladyihip, in Favour of AlexUy has made me 
profefs, un^er the Name of Sylvia to Philander, 
This encouraged my Lady, who begai> to fay a 
tboufand pleafant Things of Alexisy Dorillus hi« 

Son, 


66 Love-Letteru Partt. 

Son, and my Lover, s(s your Loirdihip knows, 
and who is no inconfiderable Fortune for a Maid, 
enrich'd only by your Lordfliip's Bounty. My 
Lady, after this, took the Letter, and all being 
refolv'd it fhould be read, fhe herfelf did it, and 
turned it fo prettily into Burleftjue Love by her 
manner of reading it, that made Madam, the Dut- 
chefs, laugh extreamly ; wha at the End of it, 
cry'd to jny Lady — Well, Madam, I am fatiefkd 
you have not a Heart wholly infenfible of Love, 
that could fo exprefs it for another. Thus they 
rally'd on, till careful of my Lover's Repofe, the 
0utchefe urgM the Letter might be iffHn€diately 
fcrit away ; at which my Lady readily folding up 
the Letter, writ. Far the Conftant Alexis, on the 
Outfide : I took it, and begg*d I might have Leave 
to retire to write it over in my own Hand ; they 
permitted me, and I carry'd it, after Ibaling it, to 
lymllus'y who waited for it, and wbndring to find 
his^ Son's Name on it, ciy'd — Mi^^efs,^ Afelindtt^ 
I doubt you hare miftook my present Bufinefs ; I 
wait for a Letter from myhzdj. ^ my Lord, and 
yott give me one from yourfelf to my Son jSexis ;, 
twijf be very welcome to Jlexis I confefe, bwt 
at thi^ Time 1 had rather oblige my Lord than my 
St)n : I laughing reply'd^ He was miftaken, that 
jtlkxisj at this Time, meant no orirer than my Lord, 
which pleas'd the good Man extreamly, who 
thought it a good Oinen for his Son, and fb went 
his way fetisfy'd j as every Body was, except the. 
Countefs,. wha fency'd fomething more in it than 
my Lady's Inditing for me; and after M*adam the 
Dutchefs was gone, flie went ruminating andpen- 
fiVe to her Chamber, from whence I am confi- 
dent file will not depart To-night, and wrff pofll- 
bly fet Spies in every Corner ; at leaft 'tis^ good 
tafear the worft, that we may prevent all Things 
that would hinder this Night's Affignation : As 

fooa 
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foon as the Coaft is clear, PI! wait on your Lord- 
fhip, and he Vdur Condu^e£,and in aU Things elfe 
am ready to fnew myfelf. 

My Lord, 

Tour Lordfii^s mji itmbU 

and moft obedient Servantf 

MELINDA.. 

Syhria has given Orders to wait on your 
Lordjhip as foon as all is clear. 


■■■^^ 


%o M E t I N P A. 

OH Alelinda, vrhat hav^ you tpld me ? StAy mo^ 
With an immediate Account of the Recovery 
and Calmnefi of my adorahle weeping Sylvia, or 
I ftatt enter fieHfovt with ipy Sword <lraw», 
beario^ dbwn all hefbre me, **tiH I mjJce my Way 
to my i)i2(xjmx^^ Mourner:, G^l '&ft^'f^ in i' 
R?»ge? I^hia in an]^ Paffion/but Aat of Love f V 
cannot bear i^ lio, by Heaven I cannot; Ifhalldo 
foms Outrage either oq myfelf or. at B^llfont. Oh 
thpu dear Advocate of my tendereft Wiines, thou 
Confidiant of my never dying Flame, thou kind! 
adhiiniftri;ig Mzjjt, fend' fome Relief to my break- 
ing Heart — HSaftc and telt me, Sylvia is calm, that 
her bright Eyes (J)arkle with Smiles, or if they 
languifh, fay 'tis with Love, with expeding Joys ; 
that her dear Hands are no more employed in Ex^r- 
cifes too rou^h and unbecoming their Native Soft- 
nefs. O eternal God ! tearing perhaps her Di- 
vine Hair, brighter than the Sun's refle<fting Beams, 
injuring the heavenly Beauty of her charming Face 
and Bofom, the Joy and Wifh of all Mankind that 
look upon her : On charm her with Prayers and 

Tears, 
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Tcars^ flop her dear Fingers from the rude^Aflaults ; 
bind her fair Hands ; repeat Philand^ to her, tell [ 
her he's fainting with the News of her Unkindnefs 
and Outrage on her lovely Self; but tell her too, 
I die adoring her ; tell her I rave, I tear, I curfe 
my felf, — for fo I do ; tell her I would break 
out into a Violence that fliould fet all Bellfont in 
a Flame, but for my Care of her. Heaven and 
Earth fliould not reftrain me, — no, they fhould not, 

But her leaft Frown fhould ftill me, tame 

me, and make me a calm Coward : Say this, (^y 
all, fay any Thing to charm her Rage and Teai^s. 
Oh I am mad, ftark-mad, and ready to run on 
that frantickBufiriefsI die to thinjc her' guilty of: 
Tell her how it would, grieve her to fee me torn 
and mangled ; to fee that Hair {he loves ruffled 
«nd diminifh'd by Rage, viplated by my infuppor- 
table Grief, myfelf quite bereft, of all Senfe butf 
that of Lov£, but that of Adoration for my 
charming, cruel Infenfible, who is pofleiTed with 
every Thought, with every. Imagination tha^ can 
render me unhappy^ borne away wi|Ji every Fancy ^ 
that is in Disfavour of the wretchtd Philamer. Oh 
MeEnday write immediately, or you will behold 
me enter a moft deplorable Objefk of Pity. 

When I receiv'd your's, I fell into fuch a Paffion 
that I forc'd myfelf back to DoriUus his Houfe, 
left my Tranfports had hurry'd me to Bellfonu 
wherellhould have undone all: But as I can reft 
no where, I am now returning to the Meadow 
again, where I will exped your Aid, or die. 

From DoriUus his Cottage^ 
almojl nine a Clock. 
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To PHILANDER. 

JMuft own, my charming Philander^ that my 
Love is now arrived to that Excefs, that every 
'Thought which before but difcompos'd me, now 
puts me into a Violence of Rage unbecoming my 
Sex ; or any Thing but the mighty Occafion of it^ 
Love, and which only had Power to calm what 
it had before ruffl'd into a deftru£^ive Storm : But 
iike the anger'd Sea, which pants and heaves, and 
retains ftill an uneafy Motion long after the rude 
Winds are appeas'd and hufh'd to Silence ; my 
Heart beats ftill, and heaves with the fenfible Re- 
mains of the late dangerous Tempeft of my Mind, 
and nothing can abfolutely calm me but the Ap- 
proach of the all-powerful Philander \ though that 
Thought poflefles me with ten thoufand Fears, 
which I know wHl vanifh all at thy Appearance, 
and aflume no more their dreadful Shapes till thou 
art gone again : Bring me then that kind Ccffation, 
bring me my' Philander^ and fet me above the 
Thoughts of Cares, Frights, or any other Thoughts 
but thofe of tender Love : Hafte then, thou charni- 
ing Objeft of my eternal WHhes, and of my new 
Defires ;- hafte to my Arms, my Eyes, my Soul,— - 
But oh, be wondrous careful there, do not betray 
the eafy Maid that trufts thee amidft all her facred 
Store. 

*Tis almoft dark, and my Mother is retired to 
tier Chamber, my Father to his Cabinet, and has 
Jeft all that Apartment* next the Garden wholly 
without Spies. I have, by truftly Dorillus^ fent 

Jrou a Ktiy Melinda got made to the Door, which 
eads from tbe Garden to the Back-ftairs to my 
Apartment, fo carefully locked, and the original 
K«y fo clofely guarded by my jealous Father: 
That Way- 1 beg you to come ;- a Way but too 

I well 
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well known to Philander^ and by which he has 
made many an Efcape to and from Myrtilla, Oh 
damn that Thought^ what makes i^ torturing me, 

let me change it for thofe of Philander ^ the 

Advantage will be as great as bartering HeH for 
Heaven ; hafte then. Philander: But wnat need I 
bid thee. Love will lend thee his Wings ; thou 
who commandeft all his Artillery^ put them on^ 
and fly to thy languiflxing 


SYtVlA. 


Oh Ifai%wiih ihe deaf 
Thought efthy ApffiHtch. 
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^0 the Charming Sylvia. 

WITH much ado, with many a Sigh, aparHv 
ing Heart, and many a languilhing Look 
back towards happy BeOfont, I have recovered Do- 
rillus his JFarm, where 1 threw me On a Bed, and 
lay without Motion, and alttioft without Life for 
two Hours; till at laft, through afl n^ Si^is^, 
my great Concern, my Torment, my Love and 
^age broke Silence, am burft into hH the diff^rexit 
Complaints fcpth ibft anci mad bv Turns, that ever 

fofleiled a Soul extliayagantly feized with frandck 
lOve; ah, Sylvia^ what did not 1 fay? How did 
1 not curfe, and who except my charming Maid ? 
For yet my Syhia is a Maid : Yes, yes, ye en- 
vying Powers^ flie is, and yet the facred and in* 
clHmable Treafure was offered a trembling Vi^m 
tQ the overjoyed and fancy'd I)eity, for th^n an4 
there 1 thoughtmytelfhappiertliana Triumphing 
tjodj but having overcome ali 0ifiicjilties, all th^ 
Fatigues and Tons of* Love's long Sieges,vanquifli'd 
the mighty Fan torn x)f the Fair, the Giant lEfonour^ 
and rout^d^ vil th^e numerous Hoit of Womens 

little 
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Itttie Reafimings, pafied all the Bouixls of f^evffh 
Modefty ; nay, even all the loofe and ftlken Courv- 
terfcarps that fenced the facred Fort, and nothing 
flopped my glorious Pusrfuit : Then, then, ye Gods, 
juft then, by an Over-tranfport, to fall jWl faint- 
ing before ^e Airrendeiing Gates, ctnable to re- 
ceive the yielding Treafarc f Oh Sfhia! Whrit 
Dimefn, ftisukious at my Glory, feizedmy Vigotitf 
What God, envious of my mighty Joy, rendered 
me a fliamefiil Objeft <^ his Raillery r* Snatthed 
my (till then) ncJver facing Power, and left me 
dying on thy cbanAiiig Bofom. Heavens, how I 
lay ! Silent vridi wonder. Rage and Extafy df 
Love, unable to com|^in> or rail, or ftorm. Or 
feek for Eafe, bm with my Sighs alone, which 
iiittde up aill my .Breath ; my mad Defires remained, 
but all !Eina3;ive, as A^ or Death itfelf, as cold 
a«id feeWc, as unfit for Joy, as if my youthful Fire 
had long been paft, or Sylvia J\std never been Ueft 
with ChjHWis. Tell me, th^ou wondrous perfeA 
Creature, tell me, \dier*e lay the hidden Witch*- 
craft? Was Syhia^s Beauty too Divine to mix 
with mortal Joys ? Ah no, 'twas Ravifliing, but 
Human all. Yet fare 'twas fo approaching to Di** 
Vinity, as changed my Fire to awful Adoration, 
and all my wanton Heat to Wvcrend Conteitipla* 
t'on.— But this is Nonfenfe all, it was (bmething 
more that gave me Rage, Defpair and Torments 
iniupportable : No, it was no dull Devotion, tame 
Divinity, but mortal killing' Agony, unlucky 
Difappointment, unnatural Impofience. Qh I I am 
loft, enchantJed by fomc Magick Spell : Oh, whoit 
can Syhia fay ^ What can Ibe think of my fontj 
Paffion ; IheTl fwear it is all a Cheat, I h^d it not. 
No, it could not be 5 fuch Tales Fve often teard^ 
as often laughed at too, of difappointed Lovers ; 
would Sylvia believe (as fure Ihe may) mine 
was Excefe of Paffiort: What! My Sylvia f be- 
ing 
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ing arrived to all the Joy of Love, juft come to 
reap the glorious recompence, the full Reward, 
the Heaven for all my Sufferings, do I lie gazing 
only, and no more ? A dull, a feeble unconcerned 
Admirer ! Oh my eternal Shame !*— Curie on my 
Youth ; give me, ye Powers, old Age, for that 
has fome Excufe, but Youth has none: 'Tis Dull- 
nefe, ftupid Infenfibility : Where (hall I hide my 
Head when this lewd Story's told ? When it fhall 
be confirmed. Philander the young, the briflc and 
gay Philander^ who never failed the Woman he 
fcarce wifhed for, nevei* baulked the Amorous 
conceited Old, nor the Ill-favoured Young, yet 
when he had extended in his Arms the Young, the 
charming Fair and longing Sylvia^ the untouched, 
unfpotted, and till then, unwifhing lovely Maid, 
yielded, defencelefs, and unguarded all, he wanted 
rower to feize the trembling Prey : Defend me. 
Heaven, from Madnefs. Oh Sylvia^ I have refle6led 
on all the little Circumftances that might occafion 
this Difafter, and damn me to this Degree of Cold- 
nefs, but I can fix on none : I had, it is true^ for 
Syhia^s Sake, fome Apprehenfions of Fear of being 
furprized ; for coming through the Garden, I faw 
at the farther End a Man, at leafl I fancied by that 
Light it was a Man ; who perceiving the Glimpfe 
of fomething approach from the Grove, made 
foftly towards me, but with fuch Caution,* as if 
he feared to be miftaken in the Perfon, as much as 
I was to approach him : And .reminding what Me^ 
Undo told me, of an Affignation fhc had made to 
Monfteur the Count — imagined it him ; nor was I 
mifiaken when I heard his Voice calling in low 

Tone Mdinda At which I mended my Pace, 

and ere he got half Way the Garden recovered the 
Door, and foftly unlocking it, got in unperceived, 
and faftened it after me, well enough aiTured that 
be faw not which Way I vaniflied : .However it 

failed 
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jailed not to alarm me with feme Fears on your 
dear Account, that dillurbed my Repofe, and which 
I thought then not neceflary to impart to you, 
and which indeed all vanifhed at the Sight of my ado- 
rable Maid : When entering thy Apartment, I be- 
held thee extended on a BedofRofes,in Garments, 
which, if poflible, by their wanton loofe Negli- 
gence and Gaiety, augmented thy natural Charms : 
1 trembling fell on my Knees by your Bed-fide and 

fazed a while, unable to fpeak for Tranfports of 
oy and Love : You too were fdent, and remained 
fo, fo long that I ventured to prefs your Lips with 
mine, which all their eager Kifles could not put 
in Motion, fo that I feared you fainted ; a fudden 
Fright, thai in a Moment changed ;ny Fever of 
Love into a cold Ague Fit; but you revived me 
with a Sigh again, and fired me a-new, by preffing 
my Hand, and from that filent foft Encouragement, 
I, by Degrees, raviihed a thoufand Blifles ; yet ftill 
between your tempting charming Kifles, you'would 
cry — Oh, my PhtJander^ do not injure me, — be 

fure you prefs me not to the laft Joys of Love ; 

Oh have a Care, or I am undone for ever : reftrain 

your roving Hands, Oh whither would they 

wander? My Soul, my Joy, my everlafting 

Charmer, oh whither would ybu go? — Thus with 
a thoufand Cautions more, which did but ralfe 
what you defigned to calm, you made me but the 
madder to poflefs : Not all the Vows you bid me 
call to mind, could now reftrain my wild and head- 
ftrong Paffion ; my raving, raging ( but my foft) De- 
fire : No, Sylvia^ no, it was not in the Fov/er of 
feeble Flefh and Blood to find Refiftance againft 
fo many Charms ; yet ftiil you made me fwear, 
ftill I protelled, but ftill burnt pn with the fame 
torturing^ Flame, till the vaft Pleafure even be- 
came a Pain: To add to this, I faw, (yes, Sylvia^ 
not all your Art and Modefty could hide it) I 

D faw 
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faw the ravlfhing Maid a$ much inflamed as I ^ 
(he burnt with equal Fire, with equal Languifhr- 
ment : Not all her Care could keep the Sparks 
concealed, but it broke out in every Word and 
Look ; her trembling Tongue, her feeble fainting 
Voice betrayed it all ; Sighs interrupting every Syl-* 
lable ; a Langui{hment I never faw till then dwelt 
in her charming Eyes, that contradicted all her lit- 
tle Vows; her Ihort and double Breathings heaved 
her Breaft, her fwelling fnowy Breaft, her Hands 
that grafped me trembling as they clofed, while flie 
permitted mine unknown, unheeded to traverfe all* 
her Beauties, till quite forgetting sjl I had faintly . 
promifed, and wholly abandoning my Soul to Joy, 
I rufhed upon her, who, all fainting, lay beneath 
my ufelefs \Yeight, for on a fudden all my Power 
was fled, fwifter than Lightning hurried through 
my infeebled Veins, and vanifljied all : Npt the dear 
lovely Beauty which I preft, the dying Charms of 
that fair Face and Eyes, the Clafps of thofe foft 
Arms, nor the bewitching Accent of her Voice,^ 
that murmured Love half fmothered in her Sighs^ • 
nor all my Love, n?y vaft, my mighty Paffion,^ ' 
could call ray fugitive Vigour back again : Gh im^ 
the more I look — the more I touched and faw;, th^' 
more I was undone. . Oh pity n^c, my toa too 
lovely Maid, do not revile the Faults which you 
alone create. Confider all youj Charms at once. ^ 
expofed, confider every Senfe about njje raviihed, 
overcome with Joys too mighty to be fi;ppprted» 
no wonder if I fell a {hamefiU Sacrifice, to the fohd! 
Peity : Confider how 1 waited, how I ftrove, an4 
ftill burnt on, and eve£y tender Touch ftill added 
. Fuel to tl>e vigorous Fire, which by your Delajf 
confumed itfejf in Burning. I want Philofophy 
to make this out, or faith to fix my Unhappinefs qx^ 
any Chance or natural Accident ; but this, my 
charming 5y/w>, I aa> fuf e, that had I loved you 

lefa. 
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lefs, Fd been lefs wretched : Nor had we parted^ 
' Sylvia^ on fo ill Terms, nor had I left you with 
an Opinion fo difadvantageous for Philander j but 
.for that unhappy Noife at your Chamber-door, 
which alarming your Fear, occafioned your Re- 
covery from that dear Trance, to which Love and 
foft Defire had reduced you, and me from the moft 
tormenting filent Agony that difappointed Joy ever 
pofieft a fond expelling Heart with. Oh Heavens ! 
to have mySyhia in my Power, favoured by Si- 
lence, Night and iafe Retreat ! then, then, to lie 
a tame cold Sigher only, as if my Syhia gave 
that Affignation alone by Stealth, undreft, all loofe 
and langiiifhing, fit for the mighty Buflnels of the 
Night, only to hear me prattle, fee me gaze, or 
tell her what a pretty Sight it was to fee rhe Moon 
fiiine through the dancing Boughs. O damn my 
hardened DuUnefs !— — But no more,~-I am all , 

Fire and Madnefs at the Thought, But I wad 

faying, Sylvioy we both recovered then when the 
Noife alarmed us. I long to know whether you 
think we were betrayed, for on- that Knowledge 
refls a mighty P^rt of my Deftiny : I hope we are 
not, by an Accident that befel me at my going 
away, which (but for my untimely Force of leaving 
. my lovely Sylviaj which gave me Pains infupport- 
able) would have given me great Diverfion. You 
know our Fear of being dilcovered occafiorrcd mV, 
IDifguife, for you found it neceflary I fhould depart, 
your Fear had fo prevailed, and that in Melindas 
if ight-gown and Head-drefs : Thus attired,, with 
much ado, I went and left my Soul oehind me, 
and finding no Body all along the Gallery^ nor in 
my Paffage from your Apartment into the Garden, 
I was a thqjifand Times about to return to all my 
Joys J when in- the Midft of this almofl ended Dif- 
pute, I faw by the Light of the Moon (which was 
by gpod Fortune under a Cloud, and could not 

D2 di- 
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dijftindtly direft the Sight) a Man making towards 
me with cautious Speed, which made me advance 
with the more Hafte to recover the Grove, believ- 
ing to have efcaped him under the Covert of the 
Trees ; for retreat I could not, without betraying 
which Way I went ; but juft at the Entrance of 
the Thicket, he turning fhort made up to me, 
and I perceived it Monjieur the Count, who taking 
me for Meltnda^ whom it leems he expefted, caught 
hold of my Gown as I would have pafled him, 
a^id cried, Now Melinda^ I fee you are a Maid 
of Honour, — Come retire with me into the Grove, 
where I have a Prefent of a Heart and fomething 
elfe to make you, that will be of more Advantage to 
you than that of Alexis^ though fomething younger. 
— I all confounded knew not what to reply, nor 
how, left he fliould find his Mift^e, at leaft, if 
he difcovered not who J was: Which Silence gave 
him Qccafion to go on, which he did in this man- 
* ner : What not a Word,- Melindcfy or do you 
defign.I fliall take your Silence for Confent ? If (op 
come my pretty Creature, let us not lofe the Hour 
Love his given us; «t this he would have ad- 
vanced, leading me by the Hand, which he preffed 
ind ' kififed very amoroufly : Judge, my adorable 
Sylvia J in what a fine Condition your Philander 
tfien was in. What fliould I do ? To go had dif- 
appointed him worfe than I was with thee before ; 
not to go, betrayed mc : I had much ado to hold 
my Countenance, and unwilling to fpealc While 
I was thus employed in Thought, Monfieur — - 
pulling me (eager of Joys to come,) and 1 holding* 
back, he ftopped and cried, fure, Melinda^ you 
came not hither to bring me a Denial. I then re- 
plied, whifpering, — Softly, Sir, for Heaven's Sake 
(fweetening my Voice as much as pofSble) confider 
I am a Maid, and would not be difcovered for the 
Woild. Who caa difcover us? replied my Lover, 

what 
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what Itak6 from thee fliall never be miffed, not 

by Alexis himfelf upon thy Wedding Night ; - 

Come — fweet Child, come : — With that I pulled 
back and whifpered — Heavens 1 Would you make 

a Miftrefs of me? Says he A Miftrefs, what 

would'ft thou be a Cherubin ? Then I replied as 

tefore 1 am no Whore, Sir, No, , cries he, 

but I can quickly make thee one, I have my Tools 
about me. Sweet-heart; therefore let us lofe no 
Time, but fall to Work : This laft Raillery from 
the briflc old Gentleman, . had in Spight of Kcfolu- 
tion almoft made me burfl out into a loud Laugh- 
ter, when he took more Gravity upon him, and 

cry'd ^Come, come, Melinda^ why all this 

foolifh Argument at this Hour in this Place, and 
after fo much ferious Courtfliip ; believe me. Til 
be kind to thee for ever ; with that he clapt fifty 
Guineas in a Purfe into one Hand, and fomething 
clfe that ihall be namelefs into the other, Prefents 
that had been both worth Melindds Acceptance : 
All this while was I ftudying an Evafion; at laft, 
to fhorten my. pleafant Adventure, looking, round, 
I cried foftly, Are you fure. Sir, we are fafe — ^ 
for Heaven's Sake ftep towards the Garden Door 
and fee, for I would not be difcovered for the 

World. Nor I, cried he but do not fear, 

all is fafe : However fee i( whifpered I) that my 

Fear may not difturb your Joys. With that he 
went toward the ^ Houfe, and I flipping into the ' 
Grove, got immediately into the Meadow, where 
Alexh waited my coming with Brilllard ; fo I lejft 
the expelling Lover, I fuppofe, ranging the Grove 
for his fled Nymph, aqd I doubt will fall heavy 
on poor Melinday who fhall have the Guineas, 
either to reftore or keep, as fhe and the angry 
Count can agree : I leave the Management of it 
to her Wit and Conduft. 

This Account I thought neceflTary to give my 

D 3 Char- 
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Charmer, tliat {he might prepare Melindaiox the 
, Affault, who underftanding all that paffed between* 
us, may fo difpofe of Matters, that no JJiTcovery 
may happen by Miftafce, and I know my Salvia 
and flie can find a thoufand Excufes for the fup- 
pofed Melinda's Flight. Buti my adorable Maid, 
my Bufinefs here was not to give an Account rf 
my Adventure only, nor of my Ravings, but to 
-tell my Sylvia^ on what my Life depends; which 
is, in a PermifEon to wait on her again this enfu- 
ing Night; make noExcufe, for if you do, by all 
I adore in Heaven and Earth I'll end my Life here' 
where I received it. I will fay no more, nor give 
your Love Inftruftioas, but wait impatiently here 
the Life or Death of your 

PHILANDER. 

*Tis Six o^Chck^ and yet my Fyes have nJ chfei 
themfehes to Sleep: Alexis and Brilliard give me 
Hopes of a iind Return to thisy and have brought 
their Flute and Violin to charm me into a Slumber : 
' If %^h\z. loves as I am Jure Jhe doesy Jhe willwaki. 
me with a dear Confent to fee me j If not ^ I only, wait 
to fleep for ever. 


■«•»« 


To my Fair CHARMER. 

VfZHEN I had feaJed the inclofed, my Page, » 
^ ^ whom I had ordered to come to me with 
an Account of any Bufinefs extraordinary, is this 
Morning arrived with a Letter from Cefarioy which 
I have ient here inclofed, that my Sylvia may fee . 
how little I regard the World, or the mighty Re- 
volution m Hand, when fet in Competition with 
this leaft Hope of beholding her adorable Face, or 
hearing her charming Tongue when it whifpersthe • 
foft Didates of her tender Heart into my ravilhed 
Soul; one Moment's Joy like that furmounts an 

Age 
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Age of dull Empire. No, letthebufy unregarded 
Routperift, the Caufe fall' or ftand alone for me: 
Give me but Love, Love and my Syhia ; I aft: 
no more of Heaven ; to which vaft Joy could you 
but imagine (O wondrous Miracle of Beauty!) 
how poor and little I efteem the valued Trifles of 
the World, you would in Return contemn your 
JPart of it, and live with me in filent Shades for 
ever. Oh! SyA;A7,^what haft thou this Night tp 
add to the Soul of thy 

PHILANDER. 


To the Count of^ 


I 


*LL allow ydu, my Dear, to be vfery fond of 
fo much Beauty as the World muft own adorns 
the lovely Sylvia: I'll permit Love too to Rival 
ine in your Heart, but not out -rival Glbr^ ; hafte 
then, my Dear, to the Advance of that, ihake no 
Delay, but with the Morning's Dawn let me find 
you in my Arms, where I halve fomething that 
will furprize you to relate to you : You were laft 
Night expeded at — It behoved you to give no 
Umbrage to Pfcrfons whofc Intereft renders them 
enough jealous. We have two new Advancers 
come in of Youth and Money, teach them not 
Negligence; be careful,, and let nothing hinder 
you from taking Horfe immediately, as you value 
^he Repofe and Fortune of, 

My De'ar^ 

r^^wr CESARIO. 

/ called laji Night on youy and your Page follow- 
ing me to my Coach ^ whifpered me if I bad any 

tarnejl Bufmep with you^ be knew where to find 
>fou J lyoon imagined where^ and hid him call within 
an Hour for this^ and paji with it immediatefyj 
though dark* 

D4 ^' 
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ro PHILANDER. ^ 

A H! What have I done. Philander^ and where 
"^■^ fliall I hide my guilty bluQring Face ? Thou 
haft undone my eternal Quiet : OK, thou haft ruin'd 
my everlafting Repofe, and I muft never, never 
look abroad again : Curfe on my Face that firft 
debauched my Virtue, and taught thee how to 
love! Curfe on my twnpting Youth, ^ my Shape, 
my Air, my Eyes, my Voice, my Hands, and 
every Charm that did contribute to my fatal Lovej 

a lafting Curfe on all but thofe of the adorable 

Philander^ and thofe even in- this raging Mi- 
nute, my furious Paffion dares not approach with 
an indecent Thought : No, they are facred all, 
Madnefs itfelf would fpare them, and (houldft thoa 
now behold me as I fit, my Hair dift^cvelled, ruf- 
fled and difordered, my Eyes bedewing cwtty Word 
I write, when for each Letter I let fall a Tear; 
then (prefled with Thought) ftarting, I dropped 
my Pen, and fell to rave anew, and tear thofe 
Garments whofe loofe Negligence helped to Betray 
me to my fliameful Ruin, wounding my Breaft, 
but want the Refolution to wound it as I ought; 
which when I but propofe. Love ftays the Thought, 
raging and wild as it is, the Conqueror checks it, 
with whifpering only Philander to my Soul ; the ^ 
dear Name calms me to an Eafinefs, gives me the 
Pen into my trembling fland, and 1 purfue my 
filent foft Complaint : Oh! fliouldft thou fee me 
thus, in all thefe fudden different Changes of Paf- 
fion, thou wouldft fay. Philander^ I were mad in- 
deed; Madnefs itfelf can find no ftranger Mo- 
tions: And I would calmly afk thee, for I am 
calm again, How comes it, my adorable Philander y 
that thou canft poiie& a Maid witl) fo much Mad- 
nefs? 
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nels ? Who art thyfelf a Miracle of Softnefs, all 
fweet and all ferene, the moft of Angel in thy 
Compofition that ever mingled with Humanity; 
the very Words fall fo gently from thy Tongue,. 
— are uttered with a Voice fo ravifliingly foft, a 
Tone fo tender and fo full of Love, it would charm 
even Frenzy, calm rude Diftrailion, and Wildnefe 
would become a fdent Liftner ; there's fuqh a fweet 
Serenity in thy Face, fuch Inn6cence and Softnefs 
in thy Eyes, fhould defert Savages but gaze on 
thee, fure they would forget their native For ft 
Wildnefs, and be infpired with eafy Gentlenefs :. 
Moft certainly this God-like Power thou haft. 
Why then ? Oh tell me in thfe Agony of my Soul, 
why muft thofe Charms that bring Tranquillity 
and Peace to a,ll, make me alone a wild, unfeeraly 
Raver ? Why has it contrary Effefts on me ? Oh ! 
all I a£l ancl fay is perfedl Madnefs : Yet this is 
t1i^ leatt unaccountable Part of my moft wretched 

Story i Oh ! I muft never behold thy lovely 

Face again, for if I fhould, furc I fhould blufh my 
Soul away ; no, no, I muft not, nor ever more 
believe thy dear deluding Vows; never thy charm- 
ing perjured Oaths, after a Violation like to this. 
Oh Heaven, v^hat have I done ? Yet by Heaven I 
fwear, I dare not aflc my Soul, left it inform me 
how I was to blame, unlefs that fatal Minute 
would inftrufl me how to revenge my Wrongs 

upon my Heart, my fond betraying Heart, 

Defpair and Madnefs feize me, Darknefs and Hor- 
ror hide me from human Sight^ after an Eafinefs- 
like this ; What, to yield, To yield my Ho- 
nour ? Betray the Secrets of my Virgin Wi flies ?— 
My new Defires, my unknown fhameful Flame. 
— Hell and Death ! Where got I fo much Con- 
fidence? Where learned I the hardened and un- 
blufhing Folly? To wifh was fuch a Fault, as is 
a. Crime unpardonable to own ; to fhew Defirc is 
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fuch a Sin in Virtue as muft deferve Reproach 
from all the World; but I, unlucky I, have not' 
only betrayed all thefe, but with a Tranfport void 

of Senfe and*Shame, I yield to thy Arms ril 

not- endure the Thought By Heaven ! I cannot ^ 

there is fomething more than Rage that animateg 
•hat Thought: Some Magick Spell, that in the 
Midft of all my Senfe of Shame keeps me from 
true Repentance ; this angers^ me, and makes me 
know my Honour but a Fantom : Now I could 
curfe again my' Youth and Love; but Oh ! When 
I have done, alas. Philander^ I find myfelf as- 
guilty as before; I cannot make one firm Refolvc 
againft thee,, or if I do, when I confider thee, they 
weigh not all one lovely .Hair of thine. It is all 
in vain, the charming Gaufe remains. Philander^ ^ 
ftill as lovely as before, it is him I muft remove 
from my fond Eyes and Heart, hirri I muft banifti 
from my Toych, my Smell, and every other Senfe j 
by Heaven I cannot bear the mighty Preflure, I 
cannot fee his Eyes, and touch his Hands, fmell. 
the Perfume every Pore of his breathes forth,tafte thy 
foft Kiffes, hear thy charming Voice, but I am all 
on a Flame: No, it is; thefe I mufr exclaim on", 
not my Youth, it is they debauch my Soul, np na- 
tural rropenfity in me to yield, or to admit of 
fuch deftruftive Fires. Fain I would put it off, 
but it will not do, , I am the Aggreflbr ftill ; elfe 
why is not every living Maid undone that does 
J>ut touch or fee thee ? Tell me why ? No, the 
Fault is in me, and thou art innocent. — Were but 
my Soul lefs delicate, were it lefs fenfible of what 
it loves and likes in thee, I yet were dully happy i 
but oh, there is* a Nicety there fo charmed, foap- 
prehenCve of thy Beauties, as has betrayed me to 
Unreft for ever: — Yet fomething I will. do to 
tame this lewd Betrayer of my Right, and it (hall 
jlead TxO more in thy Pehalfj no more, no more 

difperfe 
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difperfe the Joys which it conceives through every 
Vein (cold and infenfiWe by Nature) to kindle 
new Defires there. — No more fhall fill me with 
unknown Curibfity ; no, I will in Spight of all the 
Perfumes that dwell about thee, in Spight of all 
the Arts thou haft of looking, of fpeaking and of 
' touching, r will, I fay, affiime my native Tem- 
per, I will be calm, be cold and unconcerned, as 
I have been to all the World,— but to Philander. 
The Almighty Power he has i^ unaccount- 
able: By yonder' breaking Day that opens in 

the Eaft, opens to fee my Shame 1 fwear — 

by that great Ruler of the Day, the Sun, by that 
Almighty Power that rules them both, I fwear 
— I fwear. Philander^ charming lovely Youth ! 
Thou art the firft e'er kindled fofc Deiires about 
my Soul, thou art the firft that ever did inform 
jaie that there was fuch a Sort of Wift about me.. 
I thought the Vanity of being beloved made up the 
greateft Part of the Satisfa<3ion ; it was Joy to fee 
my Lovers figh about me, adore and praife me, 
and increafe my Pride by every Look, by every 
Word and A£lion ; and him I fanfied beft I favoured 
moft, "and he paft for the happy Fortune; him I 
have fuffered too to kifs and prefs me, to tell me 
all his Tale of Love, and figh, which I would 
Jiften to with Pride and'Pleafure, permitted it, and 
fmiled him kind, Returns; nay, by my Life, then 
thought I loved him too, though I could have been 
content to have pafled my life at this gay Rate, 
with this fond hoping Lover, and thought no 
farther than of being great, having rich Coaches, 
(hewing Equipage, to pafs my Hours in dreffing, in 
gbing to thp Op'eras and the Tower, make Vifits 
where I lift, be feen at Balls ; and having ftill the 
Vanity to think the Men would gaze and languifti 
where I came, and all the Women envy me ; I 
tijiought no farther on — But thou. Philander^ haft 
^ - D 6 Efiiadc 
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hia<fe me take new Meafures, I now cjan think of 
nothing but of thee, I loath the Sound of Love 
from any other Voice, and Converfation makes my 
Soul impatient, and does not only dull me into 
Melancholy, but perplexes me out of all Humour, 
out of all patient Sufferance, and I an? never fo 
well pleafed when from Philander^ as when I am 
retired, and curfe my Chara<£ter and Figure in the 
World, becaufe it permits me not to prevent 
being vifited ; one Thought of thee is worth the 
World's Enjoyment, I hate to drefs, I hate to be 
agreeable to any Eyes but thine ; I hate the Noife 
of Equipage and Crouds, and would be more 
content to live with thee in fome lone fliaded Cot- 
tage, than be a Queen, and hindered by that Gran-^ 
deur one Moment's Converfation with Philander: 
May'ft thou defpife and loath me, a . Curfe the 
greateft that I can invent, if this be any Thing but 
real honeft Truth. No, no, Phibnder^ I find I 
never lov'd till now,. I underftood it not, ;ior 
knew what thofe Sighs and Preffings meant which-^ 
ethers gave me ; yet every fpeaking- Glance thy 
Eyes put on, inform my Soul whatsit is they plead ^ 
and languifh for : If you but touch my Hand, my 
Breath grows faint and fhort, my Blood glows in 
my Face, and runs with an unufual Warmth thro* 
every Vein, and tells my Heart what it is Phiknt'- 
d^r ails, when he falls fighing on my Bofom ; bh 
then, I fear, I anfwer every Look, and every Sigh 
and Touch, in the fame filent but intellible Lan- 
guage, and und;irftood, I fear, too well by thee r 
3"ill now I never feared Love as a Criminal. Oh 
tell me not, miftaken fioolifh Maids, true Love 
is innocent, ye cold, ye dull, ye, unconfidering 
Lovers ; tho' I have often heard it from the grave 
and wife, and preached myfelf that DoiSrine : I 
now renounce it all, -it is falfe, by Heaven ! it is- 
1^/c, fox now I love, and know it all a Fiftion y 
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yes, and love. fo, as never any Woman can equal 
me in Love, my Soul being all compofed (as I 
have often ' faid j of fofter Materials. Nor is it 
Fancy fets my Rates on Beauty, there U an intrift* 
fick Value in thy Charms, who furely none but 
I am able to underfiand, and to thofe that view 
thee not with my judging Eyes, Uglinefs fanficd 
would appear the fame, and pleafe as well. If alj 
could love or judge like me, why does Philander 
pafs fo unregarded by a thoufand Women, who 
never fighed for him r What makes Myrtillay who 
poffeflls all, looks on thee, feels thy Kifles, hears 
thee fpeak, and yet wants Senfe to know how 
bleiTed fhc is, it is want of Judgment all ; and how, 
and how can flie that judges ill, love well? 

Granting my Paffion equal to its Objeft, you- 
mull allow it infinite, and more in me than any 
other Woman, by hoW much more my Soul is 
compofed of Tendernefs ; and yet I fay I own, 
for I may own it, now Heaven and you are Wit- 
nefs of my Shame, I own with all this Love, 
with all this Pailion, fo vaft, fo true and fo un- 
changeable, that I have Wiflies, new, unwonted 
Wiflies, atievery Thought of thee I find a ftrange 
Difprder in my Blood, that pants and burns in 
every Vein, and makes me bluih, and figh, and 
grow impatient, afbamed and angry ; but when I 
know it the EfFe£ls of Love, I am reconciled, and 
wifh and figh a-new ; for when I fit and gaze upon 
thy Eyes, thy languifhing, thy lovely dying Eyes, 
play with thy foft white Hand, and lay my glowing 
Cheeks to thine — Oh God ! What Language can 
exprefs my Tranfport ! All that is tender, all that 
is foft Defire, feizes every trembling Limb, and 

it is with Pain concealed. Yes, yes, Philandery 

it is the fatal Truth, fince thou haft found it, I 
confefs it tort, and yet I love thee dearly ; vlong, 
Jong it was that I eipTayed to hide the guilty Flame, 

^•- " I ,if 
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if LovebeGiiilt; for I confefs I did diflemble a 
Coldnefs which t was not Miftrefs of: There lies 
a Woman's Art, there all her boafted Virtue, it is 

but well diffembling, and no more But mine, 

alas, is gone, for ever fled ; this, this feeble Guard 
that fliould fecurc my Honour, thou haft betrayed, 
and left it quite defencelefs. Ah what's a Woman's 
Honour when it is fo poorly guarded ! No Wonder 
that you conquer with fuch Eafe, when we are 
only fafe by the mean Arts of bafe Diflimulation, 
an 111 as fhameful as that to which, we fall. Oh 
filly Refuge ! What foolifh Nonfenfe fond Cuftom 
can pcrfuade ; Yet fo it is ; and fhe that breaks her 
.Laws, lofes her Fame, her Honour and Efteem. 
Oh Heavens ! How quickly loft it is ! Give me, 
ye Powers, my Fame, arid let me be a Fool; let 
me retain my Virtue and my. Honour, and be a dull 
Infenfible— But, oh ! Where is it? I- have loft it 
all ; it is irrecoverably loft: Yes, yes, ye charming 
peijured Man, it is gone, and thou haft quite un^ 

done me. 

What tho' I lay extended on my Bed, undreft,. 
unapprehenfive of my Fate, my Bofom *loofe and 
eafy of Accefs, my Garments ready, thin and 
wantonly put on, as if they would with little 
Force fubmit to the fond ftraying Hand : What 
then. Philander^ muft you take the Advantage? 
Miift you be peijured becauf^ I was tempting ? It Is 
true, I let you in by Stealth by NigHt, whofe 
filent Darknefs favoured your Treachery; but oh. 
Philander^ were not yOur Vows as binding by a 
glimmering Taper, as if the Sun with all his awful . 
Light had been a Looker on ? I urged your Vows 
as you prefTed on,— .-But oh, I fear it was in fuch 
a Way, fo faintly and fo feebly I upbraided you, as 
did but mprc advance your Perjuries. Your Strength 
encre^'d, but mine alas declined j 'till I quite fainted 
in jrour Arms, left you triyu'mphant Lord of all : 
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No more my feint Denials doperfuad^ no more mf 
trembling Hands refift your Forccyunregarded lay the 
Treafure which you toiled for, betrayed and yielded 
to the lovely Conqueror — But oh tormenting,-— 
when you faw the Store, and found the PVize na 
richer, with what Contempt, (yes, falfedear Man) 
with what Contempt you viewed the uiivalu'd 
Trophy: What, deipifed! Was all you call a 
Heaven of J<^ and Beauty expefedto View, and 
then negleiSed ? Were all your Prayera heard, 
your Wifhes granted, and your Toils rewarded, 
the f^embling/Vidim ready for the Sacrifice, and 
did you want Devotion to perform it? And' did 

you thus receive the expe(3ed Bleifing?-- — Oh 

by fjeaven I'll never fee thee more, and it will be 
Charity to. thee, for thou haft no- Excuui in Store 
that can convince my Opinion that I am hated, 

l<K*thfed,— ::'rl cannot beat that Thought or if I 

do, it ihail only fervc to fortify my fixed P*cfoIve 
ncvefto fee thee more.— r And ytt I long; to hear 
thy falfe Excufe, let it be quickly then; it is my 
Difdsiin invites thee — To ftrengthcn which, thore 
needs no more than that you let me hear your poor 
Defence.— But it is a tedious Time to that flow 
-* Hour wherein I daie permit thee, but hope not 
to incline my Soul to Love : No, I am yet ikfe if 
Ii.can flop but here, but here be wife, reiblveand 
bemyfelR . 

SYLVIA. 


^mtam^m 


To P H I L A N D E R. 


.» 


A S my Page was coming with the i^clofed, he 
"^^ met JUxi's 2it the Gate , with your's,, and who 
would not depart without an Anfwer to it ; — to ga 
-or flay is the Queftion. Ah, Philander! Why do 

you 
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ou prcfi a Heart too ready to yield to Love and 
"^6u ! Alas, I fear you guefs^ too well my Anfwer, 
and your own S6ul might fave me the blufhing; 
Trouble of a Reply. I am plunged in, paft Hope 
of a Retreat; and fince my Fate has pointed mr 
put for Ruin J I cannot fall more glorioufly. Take 
then, Fhihnier^ to your dear Arms, a Maid that 
can no longer refift, who is difarmed 6f all defen-, 
five Power : She yields, fhe yields, and does con-, 
fefs it* too J aind fure^ftie miA be more than mgr- 
tal, that can hold out againft thy Charms and 
Vows. Since I mutt be undone, and give all 
away ; Til do it generoufly, and fcorn all mean 
Referves: I will be brave in Love, and lavifli all ; 
nor fhall Philander think I love him vyell, unlefs 
;Ido. Tiike, charming Vifior, then, what your 
own Merits, and what Love has giveri you; take> 
take, at laft> the dear Reward of all your Sighs 
and Tears, your Vows a^id SuiFerings. But fince,. 
Philander^ it is a^ Age to Night, and till the Ap- 
proach of thofe dear filent Hours, thou krioweft^ 
I dare not give thee Admittance ; I do conjure thee,, 
goto Cejario^ whom I find too preiEng, not to 
believe the Concerns great ; and fo jealous I am 
of thy dear Safety, that eVery Thing alarms my ~ 
Fears: Oh! latisfy them then and go, it is early 
yet, and if you take Horfe immediately, you will 
fee there by eight this Morning ; go, I cpnjurc you ; 
for tho' it is an unfpeakable Satisfaftion to know 
you are fo near me, yet I prefer your Safety and 
Honour to all Confiderations elfe. You may foon 
difpatch vour Affair, and render yourfelf Time- 
enough on the Place appointed, which is where 
you laft Night waited,' and it w^ill be at leaft eight 
at Night before* it is poffible to bring you to my 
Arms. Come in your Chariot, and do not heat 
yourfelf with Riding ; have a Care of me and my 
iife, in the Prelervation of all I love. Be fai^ 

you: 
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you go, and do 1* Cj my Philander ^ put of a 

Punftilio of Love, negleft your dear Safety 

Go then. Philander^ and all the Gods of Love 
preferve and attend thee on thy Way, and bring 
thee fafely back to 

SYLVIA. 


Tb S Y L V I A. 

/^ H thou moft charming of thy Sex ! Thou lo ve- 
^^ ly dear Delight of my tranfportcd Soul f 
thou everlafting Treafure of my Heart ! What haft 
thou done? Given me an Over-joy, that fails but 
very little of performing what Grief's Excefs had 
almoft finifhed before: Eternal Bleffings on thee, 
for a Goodnefs fo divine, oh, thou moft excel- 
leitt, and deareft of thy Sex ! I Ibiow not what 
to do, or what to fay. 1 am not what I was, I 
do not fpeak, nor walk, nor think as I was wont 
to do; fure the Excefs of Joy is far above dull 
Senfe, or formal Thinking, it cannot ftay for Ce- 
remonious Method, I rave with Pleafure, rage 
with the dear Thought of coming Extafy, Oh 
Sylvia^ Sylvia J Sylvia/ My Soul, my vital Blood, 

and without which I could as well fubfift Oh, 

my adorable, my Sylvia/ Methinks I prefe thee, 
kifs thee, hear thee figh, behold thy Eyes, and all 
the wondrous Beauty of thy Face ; a folemn Joy 
has fpread itfelf through every Vein, fenfibly 
through every Artery of my Heart, and I can think 
of nothing but of Sylvia^ the lovely Sylvia, the 
blooming flowing Sylvia ! And fhall I fee thee ? 
Shall I touch thy Hands, and prefe thy dear, thy 
charming Body in my Arms, and tafte a thoufand 
Joys, a thoufand Ravifhments ? Oh God ! fhall I ? 
Oh Syhiay fay; but thou haftfaid enough to make 

me 
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me mad, and I, forgetful of thy Safety and mjr 
own^ fhall bring thy wild adoring Slave to BelU 

<ontf and throw him at thy Feet, to pay his hum- 
Je Gratitude for this great Condefcenfion, thi« 
vaft Bounty. 

Ah, Sylvia! How fhall I live till Night ? And 
you impofe too cruelly upon rne, in conjuring me 
to go to Cefario'y alas ! Does Sylvia Vnow to what 
fheexpofes her Philander? Whofe Joy is fo tranf- 
porting, great, that when he comes into the grave 
Cabal, he muft betray the Story of his Heart, and, 
in Heu of the mighty -Bufinefs there in Hand, he 
favirig -ftill on Sylvia^ telling his Joy to all the 
«mazed Lifteners, and anfwering Queftions that 
concern- ou*- great Affair, with fomething^ of my 
IfOve ; all which will pafe for Madn^fs, and undo 
me: No, give me leave to rave in Silence, and 
uivfeen among the Trees, they'll humour my Di- 
feafe, anfwer my murmuring Joy, and Echos flat- 
ter It, repeat thy Name, repeat diat Syhia^s mine f 
and never hurt her Fame; while the Cabals, Bu* 
finefs and noiiy Town will add Confufion to my 
j>refent Trianfport, and make me mad indeed : No, 
Jet me alone, thou facred lovely Creature, let me 
be calm and quiet here^ and tell all the Infenfibles 
1 meet in the Woods what Sylvia has this happy 
Minute deftined me: Oh, let me record it on every 
Bark^ on every Oak and Beech, that all the World 
may wonder at my Fortune, and tlefs the gene- 
rous Maid ; let it grow up to Ages that fhall come^ 
that they may know the Story of our Loves, and 
how a happy Youth, they called Philander j was 
ence fo bleft by Heaven as to poffefs the charming, 
"the adored and loved by all, the glorious Sylvia! 
a Maid, the moft divine that ever graced a Story ; 
and when the Nymphs would look for an Example 
of Love and Conftancy, let them point out PA/- 
btndsr to their doubted Swains^ and cry. Ah f 

love 
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love but as jflie young P^'&»^fr did, and then be 
fortunate, and then reap all your Wiflies : And 
when the Shepherd would upbraid his Nymph, 
let him but cry,-™S^c here what Syhia did to 
fave- the young Philander ', but oh ! There never 
wiH be fuch another Nymph as Sylvian Heaven 
formed but one to (hew the World what Angela 
are, and fhe was formed for me, yes fhe was — ^ 
in whom I would not quit my glorious Intcreft 
to reign a Monarch here, or any boafted gilded 
Thing above ! Take all, take all, ye Gods, and give 
me but this happy coming Night ? Oh^* Syhia^ 
Sylvia! By all thy promifed Joys I am undone if 
any Accident fliould ravifh this Night from me: 
This Night ! No iiot for a Leafc of Years to all 
Eternity would I throw thee away : Oh ! I am 
all Flame, all joyful Fire and Softiieft ; methinlcs 
it is Heaven whcre-evcr I look round me. Air 
i/vhere I tread, and raviihing Mu/ick whe/l I fpeak^ 
liecaufe it is all of Syhia^^-lLet me alone, oh let 

-me cool a little, or I Ihall by an ExceiS bf joyful 
Thought lofe all my hoped for Blifs. Remove a 
little from me; go, my Sylvia, you are fo exceffive 
fweet, fo wondrous dazzling, yoU prefs my Senfe» 
<ven to Pain — away — let me take Air — let me re- 
cover Breath : Oh let me lay me do'sVn beneath 
fome cooling Shade, neaif fome refrefhjng Cryftal 

. murmuring Spring, and fan the gentle Air about 
me. I fufFocate, I faint with this clofe Loving, I 
muft allay my Joy or be undone — I will read thy 
cruel Letters, or I will think of fome fad melan- 
choly Hour wherein thou haft difmifled me defpair- 
ing from thy Prefence : Or while you prefs me 
now to be gone with fo much Earneftnefs, you 
havq.fome Lover to receive and entertain ; per- 
haps it is only for the Vanity to hear him tell his 
naufeous Paffioh to you, breathe on your lovely 
Face^ and daub .your Garments with his fulfome 

Em- 
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, Embrace 5 But oh, by Heaven, I cannot think thaff 
Thought! And thou haft fworn thou canft not 
fuffer it — if I (hould find thee falfe — but it is im- 
poffible~Oh ! Should I find Fofcario vifit thee, hirfi 
whom thjr Parents favour, I (hould undo you all, 
by Heaven I Qiould— but thou haft fworn, what 
iieedPhtlander more? Yes, Sylvia^ thou haft fworn 
and called Heaven's Vengeance down whenever 
thou gaveft a Look, or a dear Smile in Love to that 
pretending Fop : Yet from his mighty Fortune there 
is Danger in him — What makes that Thought tor- 
ment me now? — Be gone,, for Sylvia loves me, 

and will preferve 'my Life 

I am notable, my adorably Charmer, to obey 
your Commands in going from the Sight of happy 
Beltfontr, no, let the great Wheel of the vaft De- 
fisrn roul on — or for ever ftahd ftill, for I will not 
aid its Motion to leave the mightier Bufmefs of 
my Love unfiniflied ; no, let Fortune and the dul-^ 
ler Fools toil on — for V\\ not bate a Minute of 
my Joy^ wjth thee to fave the World, much lefs 
fo poor a Parcel of it; and fure there is more folid 
Pleafure evfn in thefe expeAing Hours I wait to 
fnatch my BHfs, than to be Lord of all the Uni^ 
verfe without it : Then let me wait, my Sylvia^ 
in thofe melancholy Shades that part Bellfmt from 
Vorillus's Farm; perhaps my Syhia may walk 
that Way fo unattended, that we might meet and 
lofe ourfelves for a few Moments in thofe intri* 
cate Retreats : Ah Sylvia! I am dying with that 
Thought-*— Oh Heavens ! What cruel Deftiny is 
mine? Whofe fatal Circumftances do not permit 
me to own my PafSon, and lay Claim to Sylvia^ 
to take her without Controul to Shades and Pa- 
laces, to live for ever with her, to gaze for ever 
on her, to eat, to loll, to rife, to play, to lleep, 
to a£J: over all the Pleasures and the Joys of Life 
with her™But it is in vain I rave, in vain employ 

my 
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myfelf in'thc Fools barren Bufinefe, wiihing-^ 
This Thought has made me fad as Death : Oh, 
Syhiaf I can never be truly happy-^adieu, employ 
thyfelf - m Writing to me, and remember my Life 
bears Date but only with thy Faith and Love, 

PHILANDER, 

Try, my Adoralie^ what you can do to meet me In 
the Wood this Jftemoonyfor there I will live to Day. 


mrim 


To P H I LA ND E R, 

^ Bftinate Philander^ I conmre you by all your 
^ V6ws, by all your facfedf Love, bythofedear 
Hours this happy Night defigned in Favour of you,to 
go without Delay to Cefario-, 'twill be unfafe to dif- 
obey a Prince in his jealous Circumftances. . Th« 
Fatigue of the Journey cannot be great, and you 
well know the Torment of my Fears ! Oh i I /hall 
never be happy, or think you fafe, till you have 
quitted this fatal Intereft ; Go, my Phifandtr—* 
and remember v/hatever Toils you take will bt 
rewarded at Night in the Arms of ' 

SYLVIJ. 


To SY LV I A. 

•fXT'Hatever Toils you take fhall be rewarded^'n 
^^ the Arms of Sylvia! — -By Heaven, I am 
infpired to aft Wonders : Yes, Sylvia^ yes, my 
adorable Maid, I am gone, I fly as fwift as Light- 
ning,, or the foft Darts of Love (hot from thy 

charming Eyes, and I can hardly ftay to fay 

Adieu— ^ 
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"To the L AD r— 

thar Child, 

LONG forefeeing the Mifery whereto you muft 
arrive, by this fatal Correfpondence with my 
vnhappy Lord^ I have often, with Tears and 
Prayers, implored you to decline fo dangerous 
a Paffioii: I have never yet acquainted our Parents 
lyith your Misfortunes, but I fear I muft at laft 
make ufe of their Authority for the Prevention of 
your Ruin* It i^ not my dcareft Child, that Part 
of this unhappy Story that relates to nie, that 
gri«ves me^ but purely that of thine. . 

Cofifider, oh young noble Maid^ the Infamy of 
keing a Pr<^tate ! And yet i3ie ASt idelf in this 
Atal Amoux is not the greateft Sin, but the Man* 
iier, which carries an unufual Horror with it ; f<^ 
it is^a Brother too, my Child, as well as a Lover^^* 
one that has lain- by thy unhapj^ Sifter's Side fo 
jnany ten^r Year^, by whom he has a dear and 
lov^ Off-fpring, by which he has more fixthim* 
ftif to thee by Riel^adon and- 6l9od: Confider this, 
oh fond hei^efs Girl! And foffer not a moment 
ttry Joy to roh thee of thy Eternal Fame, me of 
my Eternal Repofe, and fix a Brand upon our 
noble Houfe, and fo undo us all.- — Alas, con- 
fider, after an A6Hon fo £hameful, thou muft ob- 
fcure thyfelf in fome remote Corner of the World, 
where Honefty and Honour never are heard ofi 
No^ thou canft not fhew thy Face, but it will' be 
pointed at for fonfiething monftrous ; for^ hundred. 
Ages may not produce a Story (b lewdly infamouS' 
and loofe as thine. Perhaps (fond as you are) you. 
imagine the fole Joy of being belovqd by him, vriU: 
atone for thofe Affronts and Reproaches you wtlL 
meet with-in the ce;ifuring Woxld ; But, Child, 
f re- 
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remember and believe me, there is nolafling Faith 
in Sin ; he that has broke his Vows with Heaven 
and me, will be again peijured to Heaven and 

thee, and all the World! He once thought me 

as lovely, lay at my Feet, and fighed away his 
Soul, and told fuch pitious Stories of his Suffer- 
ings^ fuch fad, fuch mournful Tales of his de- 
parted Reft, his broken Heart and everlafting Love, 
that fure I thought it had been a Sin not to have 
credited his charming Perjuries ; in fuch a Way he 
fwore,^ with fuch a Grace he. fighed, fo artfully he 
moved, fo tenderly he looked. Alas, dear Child, 
then ^1 he faid was new, unufual with him, never > 
told before; now it is a, beaten Road, it is learned . 
by Heart, and eafily addrefTed to any fond believing 
Woman, the tattered, worn out Fragments of my 
Trophies, the Dregs of wha^t I long fince drained 
£rom off his fickle Hearts then it was fine, then it 
was briik and new, now palled and dulled by being 
repeated often. Think, my Child, whatyour vi<3:o» 
rious Beauty merits, the Viftim of a Heirt un- 
conquered by any but your Eye^ : Alas, he has 
been my Gaptive, my humble whining Slave, dijf- 
dain to put him on your Fetters now; alas, he 
<;an fay nb n^w Thing of his Heart to thee, it is 
Love at fecond Ha^d, worne'out, and all its gaudy 
Luftre tarniflied ; bcfides, my Child, if thou hidit' 
no Religion binding enough, no Jfonbur that cpuld^ 
ftay thy fatal Courfe, yet Nature ihoi^ld oblige 
thee, and give a Check to the unreafpnaUe. £n--. 
terpriz,e. The Griefs and Pifhonour of oiu: noblfe 
Parents, who have been eminent for Virtue and 
Piety, oh fuffer them not t6 be regarded in xbxK 
cenfuring World, as the moft unhappy of all the 
Race of old Nobility; thou art the darling Child* 
the Joy of all, the laft Hope left, the Refuge of 
their Sorrow, for they, alas, have had but unkind 

Stars tQ^ixiflu^^fxpe th^ir imadvifed Qff-/pring; no 

Want 
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Want of Virtue in their Education,but this laft Blow 
of Fate muft ftrike them dead ; think, think of this, 
my Child, and yet retire from Ruin ; hafte, fly from 
Deftruftion which purfufes thee faft j hafte^ hafte 
and fave thy Parents and a Sifter, or what is more 
dear, thy Fame ; mine has already received but too 
many defperate Wounds, and all thro' my unkind 
Lord's growing PaiEon for thee, which was moft 
fatally founded on my Ruin, and nothing but my 
Ruin could advance it 5 and when, my Sifter, thou 
haft run thy Race, ma^e thy felf loathed, undone and 
ixt famous as Hell, defpis'd, fcorn*d and abandoned by 
all, lampoon'd, perhaps difeas'd ; this faithlefs ]VIan, 
this Caufe of all will leave thee too, grow weary of 
thee, naufeated by Ufej he may perhaps connder 
what Sins, what Evils, and what Inconveniences and 
jShames thou*ft brought him to, and will not be the 
laft (hall loath and hate th^c : For tho* Youth fanfy 
it have a mighty Race to run of pleafing Vice and Va- 
nity, the Courfe will end, the Goal will be arrived to 
atth e laft, where they willfighing ftand,look back, 
and view the Length of preciousTime they've fool'd. 
awayj when traverfed over with Honour and Dif- 
cretion, how glorious were the Journey, and with 
:what Joy the wearied Traveller lies down and bafks 
beneath the Shades that end the happy Courfe. 

Forgive, dear Child, this Advice, and purfue it; 
it is the Effedl of my Pity, not Anger j nor could 
the Name of Rival ever yet have Power to banifh 
that of Sifter from my Soul™-Farewel, remember 
me ; pray Heaven thou haft not this Night made a 
Forfeit of thy Honour, and that this which comes 
from a tender bleeding Heart may have the Fortune 
to infpire thee with Grace to avoid all T^emptati- 
ons for the future, fince they muft end in Sorrow; 
whiqh is the Eternal Prayer of, > 

Dearefl Childy 

Tour affi^ionate Si/i&. 

T9 
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To P H I LA N D E R. 

A SK me not, my deareft Brother, the Reafbn 
"^^ of this fudden Change*, aft me no more from 
whence proceeds this ftrange Coldnefs, or why this 
Alteration ; it is enough my Deftiny has not decreed 
me for Philander: Alas, I fee my Error, and looking 
round about me, find nothing but approaching Hor* 
ror and Confufion in my Purfult of Love : Oh 
whither was I going, to what dark Paths, to what 
everlafting Shades had, fmiling Love betray'd me,had 
I purfued him farther ? But I at Jaft have fubdu'd his 
Force, and the fond Charmer (hall no more renew 
his Arts and Flatteries ; for Fm refolv'd as Heaven^ 
as fix'd as Fate and Death, and I conjure you trouble 
my Repofe no more j for if you do (regardleft of my 
Honour, which if you loved you would preferve) 
I will do a Deed (hall free me from your Importu* 
nities, that fhall amaze and cool your vicious 
Flame. No more — remember you have a noble 
Wife, Companion of your Vows, and I have Ho- 
nour, both which are worth preferving, and for 
which, though you want generous Love, you will 
find neither that nor Courage wanting in Sylvia. 


7o SYLVIA. 

VrES, my Adorable Sylvia^ I will purfue you 
* no farther 5 only for all my Pains, for all my 
SuflFerings, for my tormenting fleeplefs Nights, and 
thoughtftil anxious Days ; for all my faithlefs Hopes, 
my Fears, my Sighs, my Prayers and my Tears, for 
my unequalled and unbounded Paffion, and my un- 
wearied Purfuits in Love, my never-dying Flame, 
and l^ftly, for my Death ; I only beg, in Recom- 
pence for all, this Uft Favour from your Pity ; 

E - That 
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That you will deign to view the bleeding Wound 
that pierced the trueft Heart that €ver fell a Sacri- 
fice to Love ; you will find my Body lying beneath 
that fpeading Oak, fb facred to Philander^ fince 
it was there he firft took into his greedy ravilhed 
Soul, the dear, the foft Confeffion of thy Paffion, 
though now forgotten and negleded all-— -Make 
what Hafte you can, you will find there ftretched 
out the mangled Carcafe of the loft 

PHILANDER. 
Ah Sylvia ! Was it for this that I was fent in fudi 
Hafte away this Morning to Cefario ? Did I for tHs 
negleft thfe World, our great Affair, and all that 
Prince's Intereft, and fly back to Bellfont on the 
Wings of Love ? Where in lieu of receiving a dear 

Bleffing from thy < Hand, do I find Never fee 

me more — good Heaven — but, with my Life, all 
my Complaints are ended 5 only it would be fome 
Eafe, even in Death, to know what happy Rival 
it is has armed thy cruel Hand againft PhilafuUr's ^ 
Heartl 


■*«■ 


To PHILANDER. 

qTAY, I conjure thee, ftay thy Sacrilegious 
•^ Hand; for the leaft Wound it gives the Lord 
of all my Wiflies, I'll double on my Breaft a thou- 
fand Fold ; ftay then, by all thy Vows, thy Love, 
and all thy Hopes, I fwear thou haft this Night a 
full Recompence of all thy Pains from yielding 
Sylvia 'y I do conjure thee ftay— —for when the 
News arrives thou art no more, this poor, this 
loft, abandoned Heart of mine fliall fidl a Vidliai 
to thy Cruelty : No, live, my Philander^ 1 conjure 
thee, and receive all thou canft alk, and all that 
can be given by 

SYLVIA. 
To 
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ro PHILANDER. 

/^H, my chzrming Philander / How very ill have 
^^ you recompenfed my laft foft Commands ? 
Which were that you fhould live ; and yet at the 
lame Moment, while you are reading of the dear 
Dbligatipn, and while my Page was waiting your 
kind Return, you defperately expofed your Life 
to the Mercy of this innocent Rival, betraying 
iinadvifedly at the fame Time my Honour, and the 
Secret of your Love, and where to kill, or to be 
killed, had been almoft equally unhappy: It was 
well my Page told me you difarmed him in this 
Rencounter V yet you, he fays, are wounded, fome 
facred Drops of Blood are fallen to the Earth and 
loft, the leaft of which is precious enough to 
xanfom Captive Queens : Oh ! Hafte, Philander^ 
to my Arms for Cure, I die with Fear there may 
te Danger, — hafte, and let me bathe the dear, the. 
wounded Part in Floods of Tears, lay to my warm 
Lips, and bind it with my torn Hajr : Oh ! Phi- 
landeVy I rave with my Concern for thee, and am 
ready to break all Laws of Decency and Duty, 
and fly without confidering, to thy Succour, but 
that I fear to injure thee much more by the Dif- 
covery, which fuch an unadvifed Abfence would 
jxiake. Pray Heaven the unlucky Adventure reach 
not Bellfont; Fofcario has no Reafon to proclaim 
if, and thou art too generous to boaft the Conqueft, 
and my Page was the only Witnefs, and he is as 
filent and as fecret as the Grave: But why, Phi" 
lander y was he fent me back without Reply ? What 
mejmt that cruel Silence — fay, my Philander^ will 
you not obey me?— Will you abandon me? Cait 
that dear Tongue be perjured ? And can you this 
^ight difappoint your S;^lvia ? What have I done^ 
oh obftinately cruel> irrcconcileable— ^-What, for 

E 2 my 
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my firft Offence ? A little poor Refentment and no 
more? A little faint Care of my gafp^ing Honour, 
could that difpleafe fo much? Btfides I had a 
Caufe, which you fhall fee ; a Letter that would 
<:ool Love's hotteft Fires, and turri it to Devotion ; 

. by Heaven it was fuch a Check fuch a Surprize 

— -but you yourfelf (hall judge, if after that 1 
could fay lefs, than bid eternally farewel to Love 

at leaft to thee but I recanted foon ; one fad 

dear Word, one foft refenting Line from thee, 
gained Love the Day again, and I defpifed the 
Cenfures of the duller World : Yes, yes, and I 
confeffed you had overcome, and did this merit no 
Reply ? I afked the Boy a thoufand Times what you 
faid, how and in what Manner you received it, chid 
him, and laid your fdent Fault on him, till he 
with Tears convinced me, and faid he found you 
haftening to the Grove, — and when he gave you my 
XDommands — you looked upon him with fuch a 
ftedfaft, wild and fixed Regard, furveying him all 
over while you were opening it~--as argued fome 
unufual Motion in you ; then cried^ Be gone-* — 

I cannot anfwer Flattery Good Heaven, what 

can you mean? But ere he got to the farther En(J 
of the Grove, where ftill you walked a folemn 
. Death-like Pace, he faw Fofcario pafs him imat- 
. tended, and fooking back faw your Rencounter, 
faw all that happened between you, then ran to your 
Afliftance juft as you parted j jftill you were roughly 
fullen, and neither took Notice of his proffered Ser-. 
vice, nor that you needed it, although yciu bled 
apace ; he offered you his Aid to tie your Woynds 
up — but you replied— '-Be gone, and do not trouble 
me — Oh, could yoa imagine I could live with this 
NegleiS): ? Could you, niy Philander ? Oh what 
would you h^ve me do ! If nothing but my Death 
or Ruin can, fufiice for my Atonement, I will facri- 
fice either vyith Joy j yes, Til proclaim my Paffion 

aloud;^ 
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aloud, proclaim it at Bellfonty own the dear cri- 
minal Flame, fly to my Philander's Aid and be 
undone ; for thus I cannot, no, I will not live, 
I rave, I languifh, faint and die with Pain ; fay 
that you live, oh, fay but that you live, fay you 
are coming to the Meadow behind the Garden- 
Grove, in ordfer to your Approach to my Arms : 
Oh, fwear that all your Vows are true ; oh, fwear 
that you are Sylvia's; and in Return, I will fwear, 
that I am your's without Refcrve, whatever Fate 
is deftined fo^ your 

SYLVIA 

I die with ImpaUencej either to fee or hsar from 
you\ I fear it is yet too foon for thefirjl — oh there- 
of ore fave me with the lafl^ or I Jhall rave^ and 
wildly betray all by coming to Dorillus his Farm^ 
ujr feehing you where^ever you cruelly have hid your^ 
felffrom 

S TL VIA 


To SYLVIA. 

A H, Sylvia^ how have you in one Day deftroyed 
^** that Repofe-I have been defigning fo many 
Years ! Oh, thou falfe—- but wondrous fair Crea- 
ture ! Why did Heaven ordain fo much Beauty, and 
(6 much Perfidy, fo much excellent Wit, and fo 
much Cunning, (Things inconfiftent in any but in- 
Sylvia) in one divine Frame, but to undo Man- 
kind : Yes, Sylvia^ thou wert born to murther 
more believing Men than the unhappy and undone 
Philander. Tell me, thou charming Hypocrite, 
why haft thou thus deluded me ? Why ? oh, why 
was I made the miferable Objeft of thy fatal Vow- 
breach ? 'VV'hat have I done, thou lovely, fickle 
Maid, that thou (houldft be my Murtherer ? And 

E 3 why 
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why doft thou call me from the Grave with fuch 
dear foft Commands as would awake the very 
quiet Dead, to torture me anew, after my Eyes 
.(curfe on their fatal Senfe) were too fure Wit- 
nefles of thy Infidelity ? Oh, fickle Maid, how 
much more kind it had been to have fent me^down 
to Earth, with plain heart-breaking Truth, than 
a mean fubtle Falfhood, that hasr undone thy Cre- 
dit in my Soul ? Truth, though it were cruel, had 
been generous in thee; though thou wert perjured, 
falfe, forfworn — thou ftiouldft not have added ta it 
that yet bafer Sin of Treachery : You might hav« 
been provoked to have killed your Friend, but it 
were bafe to Itab him unawares, defencdfefe and 
unwarned ; fmile in my Face, and ftrikc me to 
the Heart ; footh mc with all the tendcreft Marks 
of my PafSon — nay, with ah Invitation too, that 
would have gained a Credit in one that had been 
jilted over the World, flattered and ruined by. all 
thy cozening Sex, and all to . fend me vain and 
pleafed ?way, only to gain . a D^ to entertain. 

» another Lover in. Oh, fantaftick Woman ! de- 
ftruflive glorious Thing, what needed this Deceit ? 
Jliidft thou not with unwonted Induftry perfuaded 
me to have hafted to Cefario^ by Heaven, I had 
dully lived the tedious Day in traverfing the flowery 
Mi. .ds and filent Groves, laid by fome murmuring 
Spring had figh'd away the often counted Hours, ana 
thought on Syhiay till the blefled Minute of my ra- 

• vifhing Approach to her ; had been a fond, believing 
and iir pofed on Coxcomb, and never had dreamt the 
Treachery, never feen the Snake that bafked be- 
neath the gay, the fmiling Ffowers ; fecurely thou 
h^ft cozen 'd me, reaped thy new Joys, and made 
my Rival fport at the Expence of all my Happi- 
nefs : Yes, yes, your hafly Importunity firft gave 
me Jealoufy, made me impatient with Cefario^ 
and excufe myfelf to him by at hundred Inven- 
tions ; 
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tions ; negleftcd all to haften back, where all my 
Joys, where all my killing Fears and Torments 
rehded — -But when I came how Was I wel- 
comed? With your confirming Billet J yes, Sylvia^ 
how ! Let DarSiius inform you, between whofe 

Arms I fel! dead. Shame on me, dead and the 

firft Thought my Soul conceived when it returned, 
was, not to die in Jeft. I aniwered your Com* 
mands, and haftened to the Grove, where — ^ alF 
that is facred, by thyfelf F fwear (a deerer Oath 
than Heaven and Earth can furnilh me with) I did 
refolve to die ; but oh, how foon my foft, my filent 
Paffion turned to loud Rage, Rage eafier to be 
borne, to dire l^efpair, to Fury and Revenge ; for 
there I faw Fdfcario^ my young, my fair, my rich 
and powerful Rival, he haficd through the Grove, 
ftil warm and glowing from the fair falfe one'5 
Arms ; the Blufhes which thy~ Eyes had kindled 
were frefh upon his Cheeks, his Looks were 
Iparkling v/ith the new-blown Fire, his Heart fo 
brilkly burnt with a . glad, a peaceful Smile dreffed 
all his Face, trkked like a Bridegroom, while he 
perfumed the Air as he pafled thro' it — None but the 
Man that loves and dotes like me is able to exprefs 
my Scnfe of Rage : I quickly turned the Sword 
from my own Heart to fend it to his elevated one, 
giving him' only Time . to™ draw — that was the 
Word, 2Ltti I confefs your Spark was wondrous 
ready, * brifk with Succefs, vain with your new- 
given Favours, he only cry'd— If Syhia be the 
Quarrel — I am prepared — And he maintained your 
Caufe with admirable Courage I confefs, though 
Chance or Fortune luckily gave me his Sword, 
which I would fain have rendered back, and that 
Way would have died ; but he refiifed to arm his 
Hand anew againfl the Man that had not took 
Advantage of him, and thus we parted : Then 
it was that Malice fupported me with Life, and 
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told me I (hould fcorn to die for fo perfidious and 
fo ruinous a Creature ; but charming and bewitch- 
ing ftill, it was then I borrowed fo much Calmnefe 
of my leflening Anger to read the Billet over, your 
Page had brought me, which melted all the rough 
remaining Part of Rage away into tame Languifh- 
ment: Ah, Sylvia! This Heart of mine was never 
formed by Nature to hold out long in ftubborn 
Sullennefs ; I am already on the excufing Part, 
and fain would think thee innocent and juft; de- 
ceive me prettily, I know thou canft footh my 
fond Heart, and aft how it could harbour a faith- 
lefs Thought of Syhia — do — flatter me, proteft a 
little, fwear 'my Rival few t;l>,ec not, fay he was 
thereby Chance — fay any Thing; or if thou faw eft 
him, fay with how cold a Look he was feceiv'd— Oh, 
Sylvia^ calm my Soul, deceive it, flatter it, and I 
fhall ftill believe and love thee on — Yet Ihouldeft 
thou tell me Truth, that thou art falfe, by Heaven 
I do adore thee (b, I ftill fhould love thee on ; 
fliould I have feen thee clafp him in thy Arms, 
print Kiiles on his Cheeks and Lips, and more— 
fo fondly and fo dotingly I love, I think I ihould 
forgive thee; for I fwear by all the Powers that 
pity frail Mortality, there is no Joy, no Life, no 
Heaven without thee ! Be falfe ! Be cruel, perjured, 
infamous, yet ftill I muft adore thee ; my Soul 
was formed of nothing but of Love, and all that 
Love, and all that Soul is Syhid's ; But yet, fmce 
thou haft framed me an Excufe, be kind and carry 
it on ; — to be deluded well, as thou canft do it, 
will be the fame to Innocence, as Loving : I fliall 
not find the Cheat : I will come then — ^^and lay my- 
felf atthy Feet, and feek there that Repofe, that 
dear Content whFch is not to be found in this vaft 
World befides; though much of my Heart's Joy 
thou haft abated, and fixed a Sadnefs in my Soul 
that will not eafily vaftiih*--Oh Sylviay take Care 

of 
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of me, for I am in thy Power, my Life, my Famc» 
my Soul are all in thy Hands, be tender of the Vic- 
tims, and remember if any Action • of thy Life 
fhould fliew a fading Love, that very Moment I 
perceive the Change, you fliall find dead at your 
Feet the abandoned 

PHILANDER. 

Sad as Death, I am going towards the MeadoWy 
in order to my Approach towards Sylvia, the World 
affording no Repofe to me, but when J am where the 
dear Charmer is. 


To Philander in the Meadow. 

A ND can you be jealous of me. Philander? I 
•^^^ mean fo poorly jealous as to believe me ca- 
pable of Falfliood, of Vow-Breach, and what is 

.'worfe, of loving any Thing but the adorable PA/- 
lander ? Oh, I could not once believe fo cruel a 
Thought could have entered into the Imaginations 
of a Soul fo entirely poffefled with Sylvia, and fo 
great a Judge of Love. Abandon me,' reproach 
me, hate me, fcorn me, whenever I harbour any 
Thing in Mind fo deftruftive to my Repofe and 
thine. Can I, Philander, give you a greater Proof 
of my Paffion, of my faithful, never-dying Pafiion, 
than being undone for you ? Have I any other 
Profpeft in all this foft Adventure, but Shan\e, 
Difhonour, Reproach, eternal Infamy, and ever- 
lafting Deftruftioii, even of Soiil and Body ? I 
tremble with Fear of future Puniifhment ; but oh. 
Love will have no Devotion (mixed with his Ce- 
remoni<;;s) to any other Deity; and yet, alas, I 
• might have loved another, and have been faved, or 
any Maid but Sylvia might have poffefled without 

' Damnation. But it is a Brother I purfue, it Is a 

E 5 • Sifter 
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Sifter gives her Honour up, and none btrt Cd-- 
nace^ that ever I read in Story, was ever found (9 
wretched as to love a Brother with fo criminal a 
Flame, andpoflibly Imay meether Fate. I have 
a Father too as great as Molus^ as angry and re- 
vengeful where his Honour is concerned 5 and you 
fdund, my dearefl Brother, how near you were 
laft Night to a Difcovery in the Garden' I have 
feme Reafon too to fear this Night's Adventure, 
for as ill Fate would have it (loaded with other 
Thoughts) Ttold not Melinda of your Adventure 
laft Night with Monjieur the Count, who meeting 
her e*rly this Morning, had like to have made a 
Difcovery, if he have not really fo already ; flie 
ftrpve to fliun him, but be cried out— — ji/<?//W^, 
you cannot fly me by Light, as you did laft Night 
in the Dark — She turned and begged his Pardon, 
f6r -neither coming nor defigning t6 come, fince 
<he had refolved never to violate her Vows to 
Alexis : Not coming ? Cried he, not returning again, 
you meant, Melinda \ fecure of my Heart and my 
rurfe, you fled with both. Melinda^ wKofe Ho- 
nour was now concerned, and not remindi^ig your 
Efcape in her Likenefs, blulhing, flie fliarply denied 
the Fa6i, and with a Dildain that had laid afide all 
Rei^eft, left him ; nor can it be doubted, but he 
fancied (if flie fpoke Truth) there was feme other 
Intrigue of Love carried on at Bellfont. Judge, 
my charming Philander^ if I have not Reafon to 
be fea'rful of thy Safety, and my F^me ; and^ to be 
jealous that fo wife a Man as Monfuur did not 
take that Parly to be held with a Spirit laft Night, 
or that it was an Apparition he courted : But if 
there be no Boldnefs like that of Love, nor Cou- 
rage like that of a Lover; fiire there never was fo 
great a Heroine "di^ Sylvia, Undaunted, I refolve to 
ftand the Shock of all, fince it is impoffible for me ta 
leave' Philander any Doubt or JealouiV that I can 

diffi- 
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cBiHpate, and Heaven knows how far I was from 
any Thought of feeing Fojcario^ when I urged 
Philander to depart. I have to clear my Inno- 
cence) fent thee the Letter I received two Hours 
^ter thy Abfence, which falh'ng into my Mother's 
Hands, whofe Favourite he is, he had Pcrmiffion 
to make his Vifit, which within an Hour he di ! ; 
but how received by me, be thou the Judge, when- 
C!W it is thy Fate to be obliged to entertain fome 
Wjoman to whom thy Soul has an entire Averfion. 
I forced a Complaifance againft my Nature, en- 
dured his I'apking Courtfliip with a Fortitude that 
became the great Heart that bears thy facred Image ; 
as Martyrs do, I fufFered without murmuring, or 
the leaft Sign of the Pain I endured — It is below 
the Dignity of my mighty Paflion to jufti^* it 
farther, let it plead its own Caufe, it has a thoufand 
Ways to do it, and thofe all fuch as cannot be re- 
fifted, cannot be doubted^ efpecially this laft Proof 
of facrificing to your Repofe the never more to be 
doubted 

About an Hour hence I Jhatt 
expeSf you to advance. 
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To the L AD T" 

Madmn^ 

^'TpIS not always the Divine Graces wherewith 
' * Heaven has adorned your refplendent Beau* 
ties, that can maintain the innumerable Conquefts 
they gain, without a noble Goodnefs ; which may 
makeyou feniibly companionate the poor and for- 
lorn Captives you have yndbne : But, moft fair of 
your Sex, it is I alone that have a Deftiny more 
cruel and fevcre, and find myfelf wounded from 

E o your 
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your very Frowns, and fecured a Slave as well as 
made one; the very Scorn from thofe triumphant 
Stars, your Eyes, have the fame EiflFefts, as if they 
fbined with the continual Splendor of ravifhing 
Smiles ; and I can no more (hun their killing In- 
fluence, than their all-favine Afpe£b : And I Ihall 
expire contentedly, fince I ^all by {o glorious a 
Fate, if you will vouchfafe to pronounce my Doom 
from that Storehofe of PerfedUon, your Mouth, 
from Lips that open like the blufliing Rofe, ftrow'd 
over with Morning Dew, and from a Breath fweeter 
than holy Incenfe; in order to which,. I approach 
you, moit excellent Beauty, with this moft humble 
Petition, that you will deign to permit me to 
throw my unworthy Self before the Throne of 
your Mercy, there to receive the Sentence of my 
Life or Death; a Happinefs, tho'-incomparably too 
great for fo mean a Vaflal, yet with that Reve- 
rence and Awe I fliall receive it, as I would- the 
Sentence of the Gods, and which I will no more 
refifttban I would the Thunderbolts of Jovey or 
the Revenge of angry Juno: For, Madam, my 
immenfe PaiEon knows no Medium between. Life 
and Death, and as I never had the Prefumption 
to afpire to the Glory of the firft, I am not.fo 
;abje6i as to fear I am wholly deprived of the Glory 
of the laft : I have too long lain convi<3ed, extend 
your Mercy, and put me now out of Pam : You 
have often wrecked me to confefs my Promethean 
Sin ; fpare the cruel Vulture of Defpair, take him 
from my Heart in Pity, and either by killing Words, 
or blafting Lightening from thofe refulgent Eyes^ 
pronounce the Death of. 

Madam, 

Your admiring Slave, 

FO S C A R I O. 
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To S Y LV 1 A. 

My Everlafting Charmer, 

I Am convinc'd and pleasM,iny Fears are vanifh'd, 
and a Heaven of folid Joy is opened to my View^ 
and I have nothing now in Profpe£l: but Angel- 
Brightnefs, glittering Youth,dazling Beaut/,charm- 
ing Sounds, and ravifliing Touches, and all around 
me Extafies of Pleafure, unconceivable Tranfports 
without Conclufion ; Mahomet never fancied fuch 
a Heaven, not all his Paradife promifed fuch lafting 
Felicity, or ever provided there the Recompence 
of fuch a Maid as Syhia^ fuch a bewitching^ Form, 
' fuch foft, fuch glorious Eyes, where the Soul 
fpeaks and dances, and betrays Love's Secrets in 
every killing Glance, a Face, where every Mo- 
tion, every Feature fweetly languifhes, a Neck 
all tempting — and her lovely Breaft inviting pref- 
fes from the eager Lips ; fuch Hands, fuch clafping 
Arms, fo white, fo foft and flender ! No, nor one 
of all his heavenly Enjoyments, though promifed 
Years of fainting in *ne continued Extafy, can 
make one Moment's Joy with charming Sylvia. 
Oh, I am wrapt (with bare Imagination) with a 
much vafter Pleafure than any other dull Appoint- 
ment can difpenfe — Oh, thou Bleffing fent from 
Heaven to eafe my Toils of Life ! Thou facred 
dear Delight of my fond doting Heart, oh, whither 
wilt thou lead me, to what vaft Heights of Love ? 
Into Extremes as fatal and as dangerous as thofe 
Exceffes were that rendered me fo cold in yom;^ 
Opinion. Oh, Sylvia, Sylvia, have a Care of me, 
manage my over-joyed Soul, and all its eager Paf- 
fions, chide my fond Heart, be angry if 1 faint 
i;pon tky Bofom, and do riot with thy tender Voice 
recal me, a Voice that kills out-right> and calls 
I my 
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my fleeting Soul out of ks Habitagon : Lay not 
fuch charming Lips to my cold Cheeks, but let 
me lie extended at thy Feet untouched^ unfighed 
upon, unpreiTed with K^ss : Oh^ change thofe 
tQnder,trembling Words of Love into rough Sounds 
and Noifes unconcerned^ and when you fee mq 
dying, do not call my Soul to mingle with thy 
Sighs; yet fhouldft thou abate one Word, one 
X/Ook or Tear, by Heaven, I fhould be mad ; oh, 
never let me live to fee Declenfion in thy Love ! 
No, no, my Charmer, I cannot bear the leaft fup- 
pofed Decay in thofe dear Fondueffes of thine; 
and fure none ever became a Maid fb well, nor 
ever were received with Adorations like to mine f 

Pardon, my adorable Syhioy the Raflinefs of my * 
Paffion in this Rencounter with Fofcario j I am 
fatisfied he is too unhappy in your Disfavour to 
merit the being fo in mine ; but it was fufficient I 
then faw a Joy in his Face, a pleafed Gaiety in 
his Looks to make me think my Rage reafonable, 
and my Quarrel juft ; by the Stile he writes, I dread 
his Senfe iefs than his rerfon ; but you, my lovely 
Maid, have faid enough to^quit me of my Fear^ 
for both— the Night comes on— -I cannot call it 
envious, though it rob me of the Light that ihould 
aflitt me to finifli this, fince it will more glorioufly 
repay me in a happier Place — Come on then, thou 
bleft Retreat of Lovers, I forgive thy Interruptions 
here, fince thou w2t conduit to the Arms of Sylvia^ 
•--the adoring 

PH1LA2JDER. 

If you have any Commands for me^ this JVeeder 

of the Gardens^ whom I met m going In thither j will 

bring it hack \ I waif in the MeadoWy and ^ate this 

from the dear Primroft^Bani^ where I have fat^ 

with Sylvia. 

To 
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Ta PHILANDER. 

After the happy Night. 

5^ IS done; yes. Philander ^ ft is done, aad a/- 
-* ter that, what will Botiioye and Grief oblige 
me to awn to you? Oh, by what infenfible De- 
grees a Maid in Love may arrive to fay any Thing 
to her Lover without Bliuhing \ I have known the 
Time, tlie bleft innocent Time, when but to think 
I loved Philander woukl have covered my. Face 
with Shame, and to have (poke it would have filled 
me with Confufion — have made me tremble, bluih, 
and bend my guilty Eyes to Earth, not daring to 
behold my charming Conqueror, while I made that 
baihful Confeffion — though now I am grown bold 
in Love, yet I have known the Time, when being 
at Court, and coming from the Prefence, being 
offered fome ofEcious Hand to lead me to my 
Coach, I have flirunk back with my . Averfion to 
, your Sex, and have concealed my Hands in my 
Pockets to prevent their being touched ; — a Kite 
would turn my Stomach, and amorous Looks 

i though they would make me vain) gave me a 
late to him that fent them, and never 'any Maid 
refolved fo much as I to tread the Paths of Honour, 
and I had many Precedents before me to make me 
careful : Thus I was armed with Refolution, Pride 
and Scorn, againfl all Mankind j but alas, i made 
no Defence againfl a Brother, but innocently lay 
expofed to all his Attacks of Love, and never 
thought it criminal till it kindled a new Defu-e 
about me. Oh, that 1 fhould not die with Shame 

to own it Ye«> fee ( I fay) how from one foft 

Degree to another, I do not only confefs the 
Ihameful Truth, but zQ, it too; what with a 
Brother-^--Oh Heavens ! A Crime fo monflrous and 

fo 


112 Love-hetters.' Parti. 

fo niw — But by all thy Love, by thofe furprizing 

Joys fo latdy experienced 1 never will No, 

no, I never cart — ^repent it: Oh incorrigible Paf- 
fion! Qh hardened Love ! At leaft I might h^ve 
fomt Remorfe, fome Sighing after my poor de- 
parted Honour ; but why (hould I diilemble with 
the Powers Divine ; that know the Secrets of a 
Soul doomed to eternal Love ? Yet I am mad, I 
rave and tear myfelf, traveric my guilty Chamber 
in a difordered, but a foft Confufion j and often 
opening the confcious Curtains, furvey the Print 
where thou and I were laft Night laid, furveying 
it with a thoufand tender Sighs, and kifs and prefs 
thy dear forfaken Side, imagine over all our folemn 
Joys, every dear Tranfport, all our ravifhing re- 
peated Bliffes ; then almoft^fainting, languifliing, 
cry — Philander^ oh, my charming little God ! Then 
lay me down in the dear Place you prefled, ftill 
warm and fragrant with the fweet Remains that 
thou haft left behind thee on the Pillow. Oh, my 
SouFs Joy! My dear, eternal ReafureJ What 
Softnefs haft thou added to my Heart within a few 
Hours ! But oh. Philander — if (as IVe oft been told) 
'Pofleffion, which makes Women fond and doting, 
^ould make thee cold, and grow indifferent— if nau- 
feated with repeated Joy, and having made a full 
Difcoveryof all that was but once imaginary, when 
Fancy rendered every Thing much finer than Ex- 
perience, oH, how where I undone F For me, by 
all the Inhabitants of Heaven 1 fwear, by thy dear 
charming Self, and by thy Vows — thou fo tranf- 
cendeft all Fancy, all dull Imagination, all won- 
dering Ideas of what Man was to me,that i believe* 
thee more than human ! Some Charm Divine dwells 
in thy Touches ; 'befides all thefe, thy charming 
Look, thy Love, the Beauties* that adorn thee, 
and thy Wit, 1 fwear there is a Secret in Nature 
that renders thee more dear, and fits thee to my 

. Souli 


'rim 
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Soul ; do not afk it me, let it fuflice^ it is To, and 
is not to be told ; yes, by it I know thou art the 
Man created for my Soui; and M alone that ha» 
the Power to touch it ; my Eyes and Fancy might 
k] have been diverted, I might have favoured this 
above the other, preferred that Face, riiat Wit, or 
Shape, or Ai^- — but to concern my Soul, to make 
that capable of fomething more than Love, it was 
only neceflary that Philander (hooildbe formed, and 
formed juft as he is; that Shape, that Face, that 
Height, that dear Proportion ; I would not have a 
Feature, not a Look, not a Hair altered, jull as 
thou art, thou art an Angel to me, and I, without 
confidering what I am, what I might be, or ought, 
without confidering the fatal Circumftances of thy 
being married .(a Thought that ihocks my Soul 
whenever it enters) or whatever other Thought that 
does concern my Happinefs or Quiet, have fixed 
my Soul to Love and my Philander^ to love thee 
with all thy Difadvantages, and glory in m^ Ruin ; 
thefe are my firm Refolves— thefe are my Thoughts. 
But thou art gone, with all the Trophies of my Love 
and Honour, g?iy with the Spoils, which now per- 
haps are unregarded : The Myftery is now revealed, 
the mighty Secret is known, and now w^l be no 
Wonder or Surprize : But hear my Vows : By all 
on which my Life depends I fwear — if ever I per- 
ceive the leaft Decay pf Love in thee, if ever thou 
breakeft an Oath, a Vow, a Word, if ever I fee 
Repentance in thy Face, a Coldnefs in thy Eyes 
(which Heaven divert) by that bright Heaven I will 
die ; you may believe me, fince I had the Courage 
and durft love thee, and after that durft facrifice 
my Fame, lofe all to juftify that Love, will, when 
a Change fo fatal fhall arrive, find Courage too to 
die; yes, dit Philander y aflurc thyfcif I wiU, and 
therefore have a Care of 

S ri VIA. 

r$ 
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To PHILANDER. 

/AH, where fhall I find Repofe, where feek a 
^^ filent Quiet, but in my laft Retreat, the Grave ! 
I fay not this, my deareft Philander^ that I do or 
ever can repent my Love, though the fatal Source* 
of all : For already we are betrayed, our Race of 
Joys, our Courfe of ftolen Delight is ended ere 
begun. I chid, alas, at Morning's Dawn, I chid 
you to be gone, and yet, Heaven knows, I grafped 
you faft, and rather would have died than parted 
with you ; I faw the Day come on, and curfed its 
bufy Light, and ftill you cried, One blefled Minute 
more, . before I part with all the Joys of Life ! And 
Hours were Minutes then, and Day grew old upon 
us unawares, it was all abroad, and had callediltpr 
all the Houfliold Spies to pry into the Secrets of 
our Loves, and thou, by fome Tale-bearing flat- 
terer, wcrt fecn in paffing through the Garden 5 
the News was carried to my Father, and a mighty 
Confult has been held in my Mother's Apartment, 
who now refufes to fee me; while I, pofiefled 
with Love, and full of Wonder at my new 
Chai\ge, lulled with dear Contemplation, (for 1 
am altered much fince Yefterday, however thou 
haft charmed me) imagining none knew our Theft 
of Love, but only Heaven and Melinda. But oh, 
alas, I had no fooner finiflied this cndofed, but my 
Father entered my Cabinet, but it was with fiich a 
Look— -as foon informed me all was* betrayed to 
him ; 9 while he gazed on me with Fiercenefs in 
his Eyes, which fo furprized and frighted me, that 
I, all pale and trembling, threw tnyfelf at his Feet; 
he, feeing my Diforder, took me i\p, and fixed fo 
fteadfaft and fb fad a Look upon me, as would 
have broken any Heart but mine, fupported with 
Philander*^ Image ; I fighed and wept — and filently 

attended 
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attended when the Storm fhould faB, Trhich turned 
into a Shower fo foft and piercing, I almoft died 
to fee it; at laft delivering me a Paper — Here, 
^ (cried he, with a Sigh and Trembling-interrupted 
f' Voice) read what I cannot tell thee. Oh, Sylvia^ 
cried, he, — thou Joy and Hope of all my aged 
Years, thou Object of my Dotage, how haft thou 
brought me' to my Grave with Sorrow ! So left me 
with the Paper in my Hand : Speechlefs, unmov'd 
^ while 9 ftood, till he awaked me by new Sighs 
and Cries ; for paffing through my Chamber, by 
Chance, or by Deiign, he call his melancholy Eyes 
towards my Bed, and faw the dear Diforder there, 
unufua! — then cried — Oh, wretched Syhta^ thou 
art loft f And left me almoft fainting. The Letter, 
I fbon found. Was one you*d fent from Dorillus his 
Farm this Morning, after you had parted from me, 
which has betrayed us all, but how it came into 
dieir Hands I iince have underftood : for, as I faid, 
you. were feen pafJing thjough the Garden, from 
dierice (to be confirmed) they dogged you to the 
Farm, and waiting there your motions, .few /)«- 
tillus come forth with a Letter in his Handl, which 
though he foon concealed, yet not fo foon but if 
Was taken Notice of, when naftening to BelHmt 
the n'eareft Way,they gave an Account to Mmjiewr^ 
my Father, who going out to Dorillus^ commanded 
him to deliver him the Letter; his Vaflal durft ncft 
difobey, but yielded it with fuch Difpute and Re- 
hiftancy, as he durft maintain with a Man fo great 
and powerful ; before Dorillus returned you had 
taken Horfe, fo that you are a Stranger to our 
Misfortune— What fliall I do? Where fhall I feek 
a Refiigc from the Danger that threatens us ? A 
'fad and filent Grief appears throughout Bellfontj 
and the Face of all Things is changed, yet none 
knows the unhappy Caufe but Monjieur my Fa- 
ther, and Madam my Mother, Mdinda and my- 

felf. 
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felf: Melinda and my Page are both difinifled from 
waiting on me, as fuppofed Confidents of this 
dear Secret, and Strangers, Creatures of Madam 
the Countefs, put about me. Oh PhihfndeK^ what 
can I do ? Thy Advice, or I am loft : But how, 
alas, fhall I either convey thefe to thee, or receive 
any Thing from thee, unlefs fome God of liove, 
in-Pity of our Mifcries, fhould offer us his Aid i- 
I will try to corrupt my new Boy, I fee Good- 
nature, Pity and Generofity in his Looks, he is 
well born too, iand may be honeft. v ^ 

Thus far. Philander^ I had writ when Supper 
was brought me, for yet my Parents have not 
deigned to let me come into tjieir Prefence ; thofc 
that ferve me tell me Myrtilla is this Afternoon 
arrived at Bellfont ; all is mighty clofe carried in 
the Countefs's Apartment. T tremble with the 
Thought of what will be the Refult of the great 
Confultation : I have been tempting of the Boy, 
but I perceive they have ftridtly charged him not 
to obey me; he fays, againft his Will he fhall 
betray me, for they will have him fearcbed ; but 
be has promifed me to fee one of the Weeders^ 
who working in the Garden, into which my Win- 
dow opens', may from thence receive what I (hall 
let down; if it be true, I (hall get this fatal Know* 
ledge to you, that you may not only prepare for 
the worft, but contrive to fet at Liberty 

The unfortunate Sylvia. 

My Heart is ready to breaks and my Eves are 
drowned in Tears: OA Philander, how mtuh unlike 
the loft will this fatal Night prove! Farewel^ and 
think ^Sylvia.' 


This 
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^his was writ in the Cover to both the 
foregoing Letters to Philander. 

T) Hilander^ all that I dreaded, all that I feared is 
• fallen upon me : I have been arraigned, and 
convicted,* three Judges, fevere as the three infer- . 
na! ones, fate in Condemnation on me, a Father, 
a Mother, and a Sifter; the Fad, alas, was toio 
clearly proved, and too many circumftantial Truths 
appeared againft me, for me to plead not guily. 
But, oh Heavens ! Had you fcen the Tears, and 
heard the Prayers, Threats, Reproaches and Up- 
braidings — theie from an injured Sifter, thofe my 
'Heart-broken Parents ; a tender Mother here, 4 
railing and reviling Sifter there-— an angry Father, 

and a guilty Confcience thou wouldft have 

wondered at my Fortitude, my CoUrage, and my 
Refolution, and all from Love ! For furely 1 had 
died, had not' thy Love, thy powerful Love fup- 
ported me ; through all the Accidents of Life and 
Fate, that can and will fupport me ; in the M idft 
of all their Clamours and their JRailings I had from 
that a fecret and foft Repofe within, that whif- 
pered mcy Philander loves me ftill ; difcarded and 
renounced by my found Parents, Love ftill replies, ' 
Philander ftill will own theej thrown from thy 
Mother's and thy Sifter's Airms, Philander's ftill ^ 
are open to receive thee: An^ though I rave and 
almoft die to fee them grieve, to think that I am 
the fatal Caufe who makes fo fad Confufion in our 
Family; (for, oh, 'tis piteous to behold my Sifter's 
Sighs and Tears, my Mother's fad Defpair, my 
Father's Raging and his Weeping, by melancholy 
Turns;) yet even thefe deplorable Obje£b, that 
would move the moft obdurate, ftubborn Heart 
to Pity and Repentance, render not mine relent- 
ing ; 
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ing; and yet I am wondrous pitiful by Nature, 
and I can weep and faint to fee the fad £ffe<5ts of 
my loofe, wanton Love, yet cannot find Repen* 
tance for the dear, charming Sin ; and yet, fliould'ft. 
thou behoFd my Mother's Languiihment, no bitter 
Words proceeding from her Lips, no.TT'carfi fall 
.from her down-caft Eyes, but filent and fad as 
Death ihe fits, and will not view the Light; 
ihould'ft thou, I fay, behold it, thou would'ft, if 
not repent, yet grieve that thou hadft loved me : 
Sure Love has quite confounded Nature in me, 
I could not elfe behold this fatal Ruin without re- 
venging it upon my ftubborn Heart j a thoufand 
Times a Day I make new Vows againft the God 
of Love, but it is too late, and I am as often per- 
jured — Qh, ihould the Gods revenge the broken 
Vows of Lovers^ what Love-fick Man, what 
Maid betrayed like me^ but vrould be damned a 
thoufand Times? For eveirv little Love-quarrel, 
every kind Refentment makes us fwear to love 
no more ; and every Smile, and every flattering 
Softnefs from the dear Iiijurer, makes us peijured : 
Let all the Force of Virtue, Honour, Intereft join 
with my fulFering Parents to periuade me to ceafe 
%o love Philander^ yet let him but appear, let him 
but look oa me with thofe d)sar charming Eyes, 
let him but £gh, orprefs me to his fragrant Cheek, 
fold me-— and cry — Ah, Sylviay can you quit me ? 
«<— nay, you muft not, you &all not, nay, I know 
you cannot, remember you are mine— —There. is 
luch Eloquence in thofe dear Words, when uttered 
with a Voice fo tender and fo paffionate, that I 
believe them irrefiftible — alas, I find them fo--and 
cafily break all the feebkr Vows I make againil: 
thee; yes, I muft be undone, perjured, forfworn, 
incorrigible, unnatural, di(bbedient, and any Thing, 
rather than notPhilander*^ — Turn then, my Soul, 
from thefe domeftick, melancholy Obje£ls, and 

I look 
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look abroad, look forward" for a while on 
charming Profpedls ; look on Philander^ the 
dear, the young, the amorous Philander^ whofe 
very Looks infufe a tender Joy throughout the 
Soul, and chafe all Cares, all Sorrows and 
anxious Thoughts from thence, whofe wonton 
Play is fofter than that of young-fledged Angels, 
and when he looks, and Aghs, and (peaks, and 
touches, he is a very God : Where art thou, oh 
Miracle of Youth, theu charming, dear Undoer ! 
Now thou has gained the Glory of the Conqueft, 
thou ilighteft the rifled Captive : What, not a Line ? 
Two tedious Days are paft, and no kind Power 
relieves me with . a Word, or any Tidings of 
Philander — and yet thou mayeft have fent — but I 
(hall never fee it, till they raife up fre(h Witnefles 
againit me — I cannot think thee wavering or for- 
getful ; for if I did, furely thou knoweft my Heart 
io well, thou canft not think it would live to think 
another Thought. Confirm my kind Belief, and 

fend to me 

There is a Gate well known to thee through 
which thou pafleft to Bellfonty it is in the Road 
about half a League from hence, an old Man opens 
it, his Daughter weeds in the Garden, and wiU 
convey this to thee as I have ordered her; by the 
fame Meilenger thou mayeft Return thine, and 
early as (he comes I'll let her down a String, by 
which Way unperceived i ihall receive them from 
her: I will lay no more, nor inllruft you how you 
ihail preierve your 

SYLVIA. 


to 
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5r^^/ which was left in her Hands by Mon-^ 
fieur, her Father y in her Cabinet. 


I 


A^ Adorable Sylvia. 

Can no more defcribe to thee the Torment 
with which I part from Bellfont^ than I can that 
Heaven of Joy I was raifed tolaftNightby the tranf- 
porting Effefts of thy wondrous Love ; both are 
to Excefs^ and both killing, but in different Kinds. 
. Oh, Sylvia^ by all my unfpeakable Raptures in 
thy Arms, by all thy Charms of Beauty, too nume- 
rous and too ravifliing for Fancy to imagine----! 
fwear — by this laft Night, by this ^ear new Dif- 
covery, thou haft incregfed my Love to that vaft 
Height, it has undone my Peace — all my Repofe 
IS gone — this dear, dear Wight has ruined me> it 
has confirmed me now I muft have SylvtOy and 
cannot live without her, no not z Day, ari Hour 
— to fave the World, junlefs I had the entire Pof- 
feffion of my lovely Maid : Ah, Sylvia^ I am not 
that indifferent dull Lover that can be raifed by 
one Beauty to an Appetite, and fatisfy it with 
another ; I cannot carry the dear Flame youkindlc, 
to quench it in the Embraces of ^r^/'/iy; no, by 
the eternal Powers, he that pretends to love, and 
loves at that coarfe Rate, needs fear no Danger 
from that Paffion, he never was born to love,- or 
die for Love ; Sylvia^ Myrtilla and a thoufand more 
were all the fame to fuch a dull Infenfible ; no, 
Sylvia^ when you find I can return back to the 
once left matrimonial Bed, defpife me, fcorn mfe: 
Swear (as then thou juftly may'll) I love not Sylvia * 
Let the hot Brute drudge on (he who is fired by 
Nature, not by Love, whom any Body's Kiifes' 

can 
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can infpire) and eafe the neceffary Heats of Youth ; 
Love is a nobler Fire, which nothing can aUay 
but the dear She that raifed it; no, no, my purer 
Stream fhall never run back to theFountain,whence 
it is parted, nay it cannot, it were as poifibJe to 
love again,^ where one has ceafed to love, as carry 
the Defire and Wifhes back ; by Heaven, to me 
diere is^nothing fo unnatural ; no, Sylvia^ it is you 
I muft poflefs, you have compleated my Undoing 

now, and I muft die unlefs you give me all 

but oh, I am going from thee when are we like 

to meet — oh, how fliall I fupport my abfent Hours ! 
Thought wiU deftroy me, for it will be all on thee, 
and thofe at fuch a Diftance will be infupportable. 
— ^What ihall I do without thee ? If after all the 
Toils of dull infipid Life I could return and lay 
me down by thee, Herculean Labours would be 

foft and cafy the harfh Fatigues of War, the 

dangerous Hurries of Affairs of State, the. Bufineft 
"Smd the Noife of Life, I could fupport with Pina- 
fore, with wondrous Satisfaftion, could treat Myr^ 
tifia too with that Refpeft, that generpus Care, as 
would become a Hufband. I could be eafy every 
>yhere, and every one fhould be at Eafe with me ; 
now I fliall go and find no Sylvia there, but figh 
smd wanderlike an unknown Thing,on feme flrant^e 
fcreign Shore j I fliall grow peevifli as a new 
wean'd Child, no Toys, no Bauble of the gaudy' 
World will pleafe my wayward Fancy : I fliall be 
out of Humour, rail at every Thing, in Anger fliali 
demand, and fullenly reply to every Qiieftioo ai&ed 
and anfwered, and when I think to eafe my Soul by 
a Retreat, a thoufand foft Defires, a thoufand 
Wiflies wreck me, pain me to raving, till beating 
the fenfelefs Floor with my Feet — I cried aloud 
— My Sylvia! — thus, thus, my charming Dear, 
the poor Philander is employed when baniftied from 
his Heaven ! If thus it ufed to be v^hen only that 

F ; bright 
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bright Outfide was adored, judge now my Pain^ 
now thou haft made known a thoufand Graces 
more— oh, pity me— for it is not in thy Power 
to guefs what I fliall how endure in AMence 
ef thee ; (et thou haft charmed my Soul ixy an 
Excefs too mighty for a patient SuiFering : Alas, 1 

die already ' 

1 am yet at DmUut his Farm, Hngring on from 
one fwift Minute to the other, wkl have not Power 
to go; a thou(and Looks all languiAing IVe aSk 
from Eyes rfl dlrowned in TeMStxsfm^Bt^mtj 
have fighed a thoufand Wifhes to my Angel-, from 
a fed brcMcing Heart — ^Love will not let me g^— ■ 
and Honour calf s me— alas, I muft away ; w he» 
fliall we meet again ? Ah, when my Sywiaf — ^Oh 
charming Maid — tiiou^It fee me flxordy 'dead, for 
thus I cannot lire ; thou muft be mine^ wl muft 
he no more — I miA away—ferewdi— may aB the 
fofteft Joys of Heaven attend thee— *a<ficu-— fcii' 
not to fend a hundred Times a Day^, if pofiUei' 
Fve ordered Akxis to do nothing but wMt fep alt 
that comes, and poft away with M^ist thou fendeft 
to me — again adieu, think on me — ani ttit dtofi 
calleft me to thee, . imagine nothing upop Earth fo 
wretched as Sylvkts qwa 

PHILANDER. 

Knm}, my Angela that puffing thmu^ the- GarAn 
this Mornings I met Eraflk)— '//iwr hkjkw me mar 
moiigh t& kjuno mty and witt gfde attAcemnt rfit^ 
kt me know what happens^ — a^en^ ha^Jtsd, jf^ 
uAing Horfs ia g^/rom Sylvia* 
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To PHILANDER. 

Written ,in a Leaf of a Table^BooL 

¥; HsRFe only Tkne to fay, on Thurfday I am dc- 
'- ftined a Sacriike t» Fofiario^ which Day finiftes 
the Life of 

5 rX VIA. 

To S Y L V I A. 

From Dorillus his Farm, 

T% AviBg and rtad at the News your Klkt bronghf 
*^ nie^ I (without conftdering the Effedb that 
Would foflow) am arrived at Beilfint ; I have yet 
ft) much Patience about me, to fuffcr myfelf to 
be amceaicd at Dvrillus hid Cottage ; but if I fee 
thee not to Night, <» find no Hopes of it — by 
Heaven I'll CetB^Sfoni all in a Flame but I will have 
my Syhia'y be filre I'll do ^t™What? To be mar- 
ricd-*-- Sjnfoi^ to he married — and given from Phi* 
hjiAr'^^Oki never think it, forftvorn fair Crea- 
tiere — ^What? Give Egfiarjo that dear charming 
JBedy? Shall be be grafped in thofedear naked 
AaoBBB ? Tafte a^ tl^ Kifles, prcfe thy fnowy Breafts, 
cpmmaiKi thy Joys^^ and^ rifte all thy Heaven? 
Furies and Hell environ me if he db—Oh^ Syhia, . 
fakhlefsi, perjured, charming Syhta — and canft 
dkMi fttfer it— ^Hear my Vows, oh^ fickle ^ngel— 
Hear me, tboui fahMefe Ravifher ! That fatal 
Mom^mt cbat the d^ing PrieS offers to. join 
}^our Hands,- ^^ give thee from me, I will fa- 
crifice yo&r Lover; by Heaven I will, before 
the Altar, ftab him a< your Feet; the holy 
Pfeee, ttor tb^-NwBbws Aat attend ye, nor all 

F ;» your 


1 24 Love-Letters • Part I. 

your Prayers nor Tears, fhall fave bis Heart; look 
to it, and be not falfe — yet I'll tnift not thy Faith j 
no, file that can think but falfely, and fhe that can 
fo eafily be perjured — for, but to fuffer it is fuch 
" a Sin — fuch an undoing Sin — that thou art fiirely . 
damned ! And yet, by Heaven, that is not all the 
Ruin Ihall attend thee ; no, lovely Mifchief, no— - 

fou fhall not efcape till the Damnation Day ; for 
will rack' thee, torture thee and plague thee^ 
thofe few Hours I have to live, (if fpiteful Fate- 
prevent my juft Revenge upon Fofcario) and wheir 
I am dead— as I Ihall quickly be killed by thy Cru- 
elty — know, thou fair Murtherer, I will haunt 
thy Sight, be ever with thee, and furround thy 
Bed, ai^d fright ,thee from the Ravifher; fright all 

thy loofe» Delights, and check tKy Joys Oh, I 

am mad !-*--! cannot think that Thought, no, thou 
{halt never advance fo far in Wickednefs, I will 
fave thee, if I can — Oh, my adorable, why doft 
thou torture me ? How haft thou fworn fo often 
and fo load th^ Heaven I am fure has heard thee, 
and will puriifh thee ? How didft thou fwcar that 
happy blefTed Night, in which I faw thee laft, 
clalped in my Arms, weeping with eager Love, 
with melting Softnefs oh my Bofom — remember 
how thou fwor'ft — oh, that dear Night, — let me 
recover Strength — and then I will tell thee more— 
I muft repeat the Story of that Ni^ht, which thoa 
perhaps (oh faithlefs ! ) haft forgot — that glorious 
Night, when all the Heavens, were gay, and every 
favouring Power looked down and fmiled upon 
our Thefts of Ix>ve, that /gloomy Night, the firft. 
of all my Joys^ the bl^fiedeft of my Lifer— f trem- 
bling and fainting I approach your Chamber, and 
while you met and grafped me at the Door, taking 
my trembling Body in your Arms— remember how 
I fainted at your Feet, and what dear Arts you 
ufed Co call me back to Life*-- ^Remember ho^r 

J you 
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you kifled and prefled my Face — Remember what 

dear charming Words you fpoke and when I 

did recover, how I afked you with a feeble doubtful 
Voice*--Ah, Sylvia^ will you ftill continue thus, 
thus wondrotrs fcJft and fond? -Will you be ever 
mine, and ever true?---What did you then reply, 
when kneeling, on the Carpet where I lay, what 
Sylvia^ did you vow? How invoke Heaven? How 
call its Vengeance dovirn if ever you loved another 
Man again, if ever you touched or fmiled on any 
other, if ever you fufFered Words <Jr Atfts of Love 
but from Philander? Both Heaven and Hell thou 
jdidft awaken with thy Oaths, one was an angry 
Liftener to what it knew thou'dft break, the other 
laughed^ to know thou would'ft be perjured, while 
only I, poor I, was all the while a filent fond Be*- 
Iiever; your Vows flopped all my Language, as 
-your Kifies did my Lips, your fwore and kifled, and 
vowed and clafped my Neck— -Oh charming Flat- 
terer ! Oh ahful, dear Beguiler t Thus into Life, 
•and Peace, and fond Security, you charmed my 
Willing' Soul ! It was then, piy Sylvia^ (certain 
of your H^art, and that it never could be given 
away to any other)* I preffed my eager Joys, but 
.with fuch tender Caution — fuch Fear and Fond- 
nefs, fuch aii awful Paffion, as overcame your 
faint Refiftance ; my Reafons and my Arguments 
were ftrong, for you were mine by Love, by fa- 
cred Vows, and who could lay a better Claim to 

Sylvia f How oft I cried Why this Refiftance, 

Sylvia? My charming Dear, whofe are you? Not 
Philander'si And fh^U Philander not command 
his own — ^you muft— -ah cruel — then a foft Strug- 
gle followed, with half-breathed Words, with Sighs 
and trembling Hearts, and now and then— ^Ah 
cruel and unreafonable — was foftly faid on both 
Sides J thus ftrove, thus argued— -till both lay pant- 
ing in each others Armi, not with the Toil, but 

F 3 Rap. 
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jRapture; I need not fay what fo\\<xmA after this 
^— ^wfaat tender Showers of ftrai^e indearing 
Mixtures 'twixt Joy and Shame, 'twixt Love and 
new Surprize, *and ever when I. dried your Eyes 
widi Kiflfes, unable to repeat any other Language 
than — Oh mj Syhial Oh my charming Angel f 
While Sighs of Joy, and clofe grafpiag thee<~ 
^ke all the reft — i^ile every tender Word, and 
every Sigh, was echoed back by thee;, you 

prefied me and you vowed you loved me 

more than evtr yet you didj dxcn fwore an^w^ 
and in my Boibm, hid your charmif^ blufhiogFace, 
th^n with Exccfs of Love wquld call jon I&aven, 
be Witnefs, oh ye Powers (a thoufand Times ye 
cried) if ever Maid e'er loved like .iSy^co— rpunaih 
me ftrangely, oh eternal Powers, if ever I leave 
Philander y if ever I ceafe to love him ; no Fofce, 
no Art, not Intereft, Honour, Wealth, Conve- 
nience, Duty, or what other neceilary Caufe— «- 
fhall ever be of Force to make me leave thee-<^ 
' 7'hus haft thou fwom, oh dianning, faitfale& Y\f^ 
terer, thus betwixt each rariihing Minute ^hoa 
would'ft fwear—- and I as faft bdieved-r-and loved 
thee more — Haft thou forgot it all, oh fickle 
Charmer, haft thou? Haft thou forgot hetween 
each awful Ceremony of Love, ■ how you cried 
out, Farewel the World and mortal Cares, give 
me Pbllandtr^ Heaven, I afk no more— »-Haft thou 
forgot all this ? Did 9II the live-long Night hear 
any other Sound but thofe our mutual Vows, rf 
Invocations, broken Sighs, and foft and trebibiing 
Whifpers ? Say, had we any other Bufinefs for the 
tender Hours ? Oh, all ye Hoft of Heaven, ye Stars 
that fhone, and all ye rowers the feithlcfs lovely 
M^d has fworn by, be Witnefe how flie is.peijurM ; 
revenge it all, ye injured Powers, -revenge it, 
fmce by it flie has undone the faithfulleft Youth, 
and broke the tcndcreft- Heart— that ever fell a 

Sa- 


Sacrifice to Love; and all ye little weeping Gods 
©f Love, revenge your murthered Vi<5lim — yOur 

PHI UNDER. 


To PHILANDER. 
In the Leaves of a 7ab!e^BBok. 

1^ H, my PhlJmder^ tww dearly welcome, and 
^^ how needlefs were thy kind Reproaches! 
Which I will not ende«'our to convince hy Argu- 
ment, but fuch a Deed as {hall at once fecure thy 
Feairs now and for the future. I have not a Mi- 
R'jte to write in ; place, my dear Philander^ yoiir 
Chariot in St. Vincent^ Wood, and ' fince I am 
not able to fix the Hour of my Flight, let it wait 
there iry Coming ; it is but a little Mile from Bell^ 
fmtj Dortlks lis fufpefted there, remove thyfelf 
tp the High-way-Gate Cottage — there Til call on 
thee — Hwas lucky, that thy Fears, or Love, or 
Jealoufy brought thee fo near me, fmce I'd refolv'd 
before upon my Flight. Parents and Hofiour, In- 
tereft and Fame, farewel — I leave you all to follow 
my Philander — Hafte the Chariot to the thickeft 
Part of the Wood, for I am impatient to be gone, 
and fhall take the firft Opportunity to fly to my 
Philander — Oh, love me^ love me^ love me ! "- 

• tinder Ptettnee rf reaching ih Jeffk^in which Jhades 
my ff^ndmv^ I unptrceived let down and receive what 
Letters you fend hy the hmtejl Weeder ; hy her fend 
your Senfe of my FJighf^ or rather your Dire£fior^y for 
k is refched already. 


F4 
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r<> S Y L V I A. 

My lovely Angela ' 

C O careful I will be of this dear mighty Secret, 
*^ that I will only fay, Syhia (hall be obeyed j 
no more — nay, I'll not dare to think of it, left in 
my Rapture I fliould name my Joy aloud, and 
buiy Winds ihould bear it to fome. officious Ljft- 
Tier, and undo me ; no more, no more, my Sylvia^Fx- 
tremes of Joy (as Grief) are ever dumb: Let it 
fuffice, this bleffing which you pf offer I had de~ 
iigned to aik, as icon as you'd convinced me of 
your Faith ; yes, Syhia j I had afked it though it 
\va« a Bounty too great for any Mortal to con- 
ceive Heaven ihouldbeftow upon him; but if it 
do, that very Moment I'll refign the World, and. 
barter all for Love and charming Sylvia, Hafte, 
hafte, my Life ; my Arms, my Bofom and my 
Sou] are^open to receive the lovely Fugitive ; hafle, 
for this Moment I am going to plant myfelf where 
you direAed. Adieu* 


To PHILANDER. 

j4/}er her Flight. 

A tl, Philander^ how have you undone a harmteft 
•^ poor Unfortunate ? Alas, where are -^ou i 
Why would you thus abandon me^? Is this the Soul, 
the Bofom, thefe the Arms that fhould receive me? 
* I'jI not upbraid thee with my Love, or change thee 
with my Undoing; it was all my own, and were 
it yet tb do, I fliould again be ruined for Philander^ 
and neyer find Repentance, no not for a Thought, 
a Word or Deed of Love^ to the dear falfe For- 

fworn J 
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fwora^ but I can-die, yes, hopelefs, friendlefs — 
.left by all, even^by Philander — all but Refolution 
has abandoned me, and that can lay me down, 
whenever I pleafe, m fafe Repofe and Peace : But 
,oh, thou art not. falfe, or if thou bc'ft, oh, let me 
. hear it from thy Mouth, fee thy repented Love, 
that I may know there is no fuch Thing on Enrth, 
as Faith, as flonefty, as Love or Truth ; however, . 
be thou true, or be thou falfe, be bold and let me 
know it, for thus to doubt is Torture worfe than 
Death. Wh^t Accident, thou dear, dear Man, has 
happened to prevent thee from purfuiog my Dire- 
£Uons, and ftaying for me at the Gate? Where 
have I miffed thee,^ thbu Joy of my Soul ? By v/hat 
dire Miftake have I loft thee ? And where, oh, 
where art thou, my charming Lover? I fought 
thee every where, but like the languifliing aban- 
doned Miftrefs in the Canticles I fought thee, but 
I found thee not, no Bed of Rofes would dit*- 
. cover thee : I faw no Print of tSy dear Shape, 
nor heard no amorous Sigh that could direct me 
— I a(k the Wood and Springs, complained and 
called on thfee through all the Groves, but they 
confefled thee not ; 7 nothing but Echo's anfwered 
me, and when I cricA Philander — cried — Philander 'y 
thus fearched I till the coming Night, and my in-^ . 
creafing Fears made me refolve for Flight, which 
.foon we did, and foon arrived at Paris^ but whither 
then to go. Heaven knows, I could not tell, for 
I was almoiOb naked, friendlefs and - forlorn ; at ' 
laft,confu}ting BrilUard what to do, after a thoufand 
Revolutions, -he concluded to truft me with a 
Sifter he had, who was married to a Guidon of the 
Guard de CorpSy he changed my Name, and made 
me pafs for a Fortune he had^ftolen ; but oh, no 
Welcomes, nor my fafe Retreat were fuffici en t to 
I'epofe me all the enfuing Night, fori had no News 
o£ Philandery, no, not a Dream informed mej a 

F 5 thoufand 
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^ thoufand Fears and Jealoufies have kept me wftking, 
and Brilliardj who ' has been all Night in Purfuit 
of thee, is now returned fuccefslefs and diftrafi:^ 
as thy Sylvia^ for Duty and Gencrofity have aknoft 
the fame EfFefts in him, with Lov^ and Tendernefe 
and Jealoufy in me ; and fince Paris affords no 
News of thee, (which fure it would if thou wert 
in it, for oh, the Sun might hide himielf with as 
much Eafe as great Philander) he is refolved to 
fearch St. Fincmf sWood^ and all the adjacent Cot- 
tages and Groves ; he thinks that you, not knowing* 
of my Efcape, may yet be waiting thereabouts ; 
fince quitting the Chariot for Fear of being feen, 
you might be fo far advanced into the Wood, as no^ 
to find the Way back to the Thickeit where the 
Chari<5t waited : It is thus he feeds my Hope, and 
flatters my poor Heart, that fein would think thee 
true — or if thou be'ft not — but curfed be all fuch 
Thoughts, and far from Syhia^s Soul ; no, no, 
thou art not faJfe, it caiuiot be, thou art a God, 
and art unchangeable: Lknow, by fomeMiftake, 
thou art attending me, as wild and impatient as 
I ; perhaps thou thinkeft me falfe, and thinkeft I 
have not Courage to purfue -my Love, and fly ; 
and, thou perhaps art waiting for the Hour wherein 
thou thinkeft I will give myfeif away to Fofcaric : 
Oh cruel and unkind ! TothinkI loved fo lightly, 
to'think I would attend that fatal Hour; no, Phi- 
lander^ no faithlefs, dear Enchanter : Lafl: Night, 
the Eve to my intended Wedding-Dayj having 
repofed my Soul by my Refolves- for FKght, and 
only waiting the lucky Minute for Efckpe, I fet a * 
willing Hand to every Thing that was preparing 
for the Ceremony of the enfuing .Morning ; with 
that Pretence I got ir?e early to my Chamber, tried 
on a 'thoufand Dreffcs, and afked a thoufand 
.Queftions, all impertinent, which would do beft, 
which looked moft gay and rich, then dreft my 

Gown 
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Gown with Jeweb, decked mjr Apartment up> 
ftnd left nothing tindone that mignt fecure 'em both 
of my being pleafed, and of my Stay ; nay, and 
to give the lefe Sufjncion, I undrefled myfelf 
even to my Under-Petticoat and Nigh-Gown ; I 
would not take a Jewel, not a Piftole, but left 
my Women finifliing my Work, and carelefly, 
and thus undrefled, walked towards the Garden, 
and while «very one was bufy in their Office, 
getting myfelf out of -Sight, I poftcd over the Mea- 
dow to the Wood as fwift as Daphne from the 
God of Day, till I arrived moft luckily where I 
found the Chariot waiting ; attended by Brrlliard\ 
of whom, when I (all fainting and brcathlefs widl 
my fwift Flight) demanded his Lord, he lifted me 
into the Chariot, and cried, a little farther, 
Madarri^ you will find him ; for he, for Fear of 
making a Difcovery, took yonder fliaded Path— ■ 
towards which we went, but no dear Vifion of 
my Love appeared — And thus, my charming Lover, 
^•u have my kind Adventure ; fend me fome Ti* 
dings back that you are found, that you are well, 
and laftly, that you are mine, or this, that (hould 
have been my Weddiiig-Day, will fee itfelf that 
of the Death of / 

- SYLVIA. 
Paris, Thurfday^ffom my Bed, for Want of Cloathfy 
»r rather News from Philanderr 


I0 SYLVIA. 

MY Life, my Syhla^ my eternal Joy, art Aon 
then faft: ! And art thou referved for Bhtlmider ? 
Am I fo Heft by Heaven, by Love, and my dear 
charming Maid ? Theh let me die in Peace, fmce 
I have lived to fee all that my Soul defires in Sylvia\ 
being mine 5 perplex not thy foft Heart with Fears 
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or Jealoufics,- nor' think fobafely, fo poorly pf 
my Love, to need more Oaths or Vows ; yet to 
confirm thee, I would fwear my Breath away ^ 
but oh, it needs not here j — take then no Care, 
my lovely Dear, turn not thy charming Eyes or 
Thoughts on afflifling ObjecSb 5 oh fhink not on 
what thou haft abandoned^ but what thou art arriv'd 
to ; look forward on the Joys of Love and Youth, 
for 1 will dedicate allTny remaining Life to ren- 
der thine ferene and glad ; and yet, my Sylvia^ 
thou art fo dear to me, fo wondrous precious to 
my Soul, that in my Extravagance of Love, I 
fear I fhall grow a troublefome and wearying 
Coxcomb, fhall dread every Look thou giveft away 
from me—a Smile will make me rav^, a Sigh or 
Touch make me commit a Murther on the happy 
Slave, or my own jealous Heart, but all the World 
befides is 5y/^'lVs, all but another Lover;* but I 
rave and run too faft away; Ages muft pafs a 
tedious Term of Yeais before I can be jealous, 
or conceive thou can'ft be weary of Philander-^ 
I will be fo fond, fo doting, and fo playing, thou 
jQ^alt not have an idle Minute to throw away a 
Look in, or a Thought on any other; no, no, I 
have thee now, and will maintain niy Right by 
Dint and Force of Love--Oh, I am wild to fee thee 
—but, Sylvia^ I am wounded — do not be frighted 
though, for it is not much or dangerous, but very 
troublefome, fmce it permits me not to fly to Syl- 
w^, but ftie iftuft come to me in order to it. jBr/7- 
liard has a Bill on my Goldfmith in Paris for a 
thoufand Piftoles- to buy thee fomething to put on ; 
^ny Thing that is ready, and he will condufl: thee 
to mey for t fliall rave myfelfinto a Fever if I 
fee thee not to Day-,^1 cannot live without thee 
now, for thou art my Life, my everlafting Charmer : 
I have ordered Br illiard to get a Chariot and fome 
imknown Livery for thee, and I think the Con* 

tinuanca 
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tinuance of pafling for what he h^ already rendered 
thee will do very well, till I have taken farther 
Care of thy dear Safety, which will be as foon as 
I am able to rife; for moft unfortunately,- my 
dear Sylvia^ quitting the Chariot in the Thicket 
for Fear of being feen with it, and walking down 
a (haded Path that fuited with the Melancholy and 
Fears of Unfuccefs in thy Adventure ; I went fo 
far, as ere I could return to the Place where I 
left the Chariot, it was gone — it feems with thee j 
I 'know not hpw you miffed me — but poffeffed my- 
felf with a thoi^and falfe Fears, fometimes that 
in. thy Flight thpu mighteft be purfued and over- 
taken, feized in the Chariot and returned back to 
Bellfonti or that the Chariot was found feized 
on upon Sufpicion, though the Coachman and 
Brilliard were difguifed paft Knowledge— —or if 
thou wert gone, alas, I knew not whither j but 
that was a Thought my Doubts and Fears would 
not fuffer me to eafe my Soul with ; no, I (a^ 
jealous Lovers do) imagined the moft tormenting 
Things for my own Repofe. I imagined the Chariot 
taken, or at lieaft fo difcovered, as to be forced 
away without thee : I imagined that thou wert 
falfe — Heaven forgive me, falfe, my Sylvia^ and 
hadft changed thy Mind ; mad with this Thought 
(which I fancied moft reafoiiable, and fixt it in 
my Soul) I raved about the Wood, making a 
thoufand Vows to be revenged on all ; in order to 
it I left the Thicket, and betook myfelf to the 
high Road of the Wood, where I laid me down 
among the Fern, clofe hid, with Sword ready^ 
lars^itihg for the happy Bridegroom, who I knew (it 
being the Wedding Eve) would that Way pafe that 
Evening ; pleafed with Revenge,which now had got 
, even the Place of Love, I waited there not above a lit - 
tie Hour but hjsanl the trampling of a Horfe, and 
looking up with mighty Joy, I found it Fofcario^s ; 

alone 
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alone h« Dra«, andf unattended, 'ferheM eutftripfNgd 
his Equipage, and with a Lorer's Hafte, and. fuU 
of Joy, was making towards B^Sfont', init I (now 
fired with Rage) leapdi ftom my Coyer, oned, 
Stay, Fofeario^ ere you arrive to Syhia^ we muA 
ftdjuft an odd Account between U8— at which he 
ftopping, as nimbly alighted ;— in fine, we fought, 
and many Wounds were given and received On 
both Sides, till his People coming up, parted us, 
juft as we were fainting with Lofe o^ Blood in 
each others Arms ; his Coach and Chariot were 
amongft his Equipage j into the frft his Servants 
Kfted him, when he cried out vriHi a fed)le Voice, 
to have me, who now lay bleedf!^ on the Ground, 
put into the Chariot, and to be fefely conveyed 
where-cver I commanded, and fo in Hafte they 
irjyvt him towards Bellfont^ and me, who was 
refolved not to ftir far from it, to a Village within 
ft Mile of it ; from whence I fent to Paris for a 
Surgeon, and difmiflcd the Chariot, ordering, in 
the Hearing of the Coachman, a Litter to be brought 
me immediately, to convey. me that Night to 
Paris ; but the Surgeon coming, found it not fafe 
for me to be removed, and I am now willing to 
live, fince Syhla h mine ; hafte to me then, my 
lovely Maid, and fear not being difcovered, for I 
have given Order here in the Cabaret where I am, 
if any Enquirv is made after me, to fay, I went 
!aft Night to Paris. Hafte, my Love, hafte to my 
Arm^,- as feeble as they are, rfiey'll grafp thee a 
dear Weicx)me : I will fay no m<i^, nor prefcribe 
Rules' to thy Love, that can inform thee heft what 
thou muit do to fave the Life of thy moft paffio- 
liate Adorer, ^ • 


PHILANDER- 

To 
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r<? P H I L A N i) E R. 

T Have fcnt BrJUiard to fee if the Coaft be dear, 
A that we may come with Sd^ty; he brings you, 
inftead of Syhiay a young Cavalier that will be 
altogether as welcome to Philander^ and who im- 
patiently waits his Return at a little Cottage at the 
JEnd of the Village* 


To S Y L V I A, 

From the Baftill. 

T Know my Sylvia expefted me at Home with 
* her at Dinner to Day, and wonders how I 
could livc^ fo long as fince Morning without the 
eternal Joy of my Soul ; but know, my Syhia^ 
that a trivial Misfortune is now fallen upon mc, 
which in the Midft of all our Heaven of Joys, our 
fofteft Hours of Life, has fo often changed thy 
Smiles into Fears and Sighings, and ruffled thy 
calm Soul with Cares : Nor let it now feem 
ftrange or afflifting, fmce every Day for thfefe 
three Months we have been alarmed with new 
Fears that have made thee uneafy even in Philari' 
der^s Arms ; we knew fomeTime or other the Storm 
would fall on us, though We had for three happy 
Months flickered ourielves from its threatening 
Rage ; but Love, I hope, has armed us both ; for 
me — let me be deprived of all Joys, (but thofc my 
Charmer can difpenfe) all the falfe World's Re*- * 
fpe6l, the dull Efteem of Fools and formj^l Cox- 
combs, the grave Advice of the ccnforious Wife, 
the kind Opinion of ill-judging Women, no Mat- 
ter, fo my Syhta remain but mine. 
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I ain> /ny Hyhia^ arrefted at the Suit ofMonJieur 
the Count your Father for a Rape on my lovely 
Maid:. I dedre, my S^oul^ you will immediately' 
take Coach and go to the Prmce Cefario^ and he 
will bail me out. I fear not a fair Trial ; and, 
Sylvioy Thefts of mutual Love were never counted 
Felony ; I may die for Love, my Sylviaj "but not 
for Loving — go, hafte, my Syhiay that I may be 
no longer detained from the folid Pleafure and Bu- 
fmefs of my Soul-— hafte, my loved Dear — hafte 
and relieve P HIL A^JD E R. 

Come not to me^ UJl there Jhoidd be an Order to flfc- 
tain my Dear. 


re P H I L A N D E R. 

T Am not at all furprized, my Philander^ at the 
\ Accident that has befallen thee, becaufe fo long 
expefted, and Love has fo wrell fortified my 
Heart, that I fupport our Misfortune virith a Cou- 
rage worthy of her that loves and is beloved by 
the glorious Philander ; I am armed for the worft 
that can befal me, ancj that is my being rendered 
a publick Shame, who haVe been fo in the private 
Whifpers of all the Court for near thefe' happy 
three Months, iir-which I have had the wondrous 
Satisfadion of being retired from the^ World with 
the charming Philander \ my Father too knew it 
long fmce, at leaft he could not hinder himfelf 
from guefling it, though his fond Indulgence 'fuf- 
fered his Juftice and his Anger to fleep, and pof- 
fibly had ftill flept, had not Myrtilla\ Spigh^ and 
Rage (I fliould fay juft Refentment, but I cannot) 
rouzed up his droufy Vengeance : I know flie has 
plied him with her foftening Eloquence, her Pray- 
ers and Tears, to win him to confent to make a 
publick Bufmefs of it^ but I am entered, Love has 

armed 
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armed my. Soul, and V\\ purfiie my Fortune with 
that Height of Fortitude as fliall furprize the World ; 
yes, Phtlander^ fince I have loft my Honour, Fame 
and Friends, my Intereft and my Parents, and aO 
for mightier Love, 111 ftop at nothing now ; if 
there be any Hazards more to run, I will thank the 
fpiteful Fates that bring them on, and will even 
tire them out with my unwevied Pailion. Love 
on. Philander^ if thou dareft, like me j let 'em pur- 
fue me with their Hdte and Vengeance, let Prifons^ 
Poveny and Tortures feize me, it ffiall not take 
one Grain of Love away from my refolved Heart, 
nor make me ihed a Tear of Penitence for loving 
thee ; no. Philander^ fince I know what a ravifli- 
ing Pleafure it is to live thine, I will never quit the 
'Glory-of dying alfo thy ' SYLVIA. 

Cefario, my Deary is coming to be your Baili 
with Monileur the Count of-^-I die to fee you afier 
your Suffering for Sylvia. 

Td S Y L V I A." 

BElieye me, charming Sylviay I live not thofe 
' Hours I am abfent from thee, thou art my Life, 
my Soul, and my eternal Felicity ;, while you be« 
lieve this Truth, my Sylvia^ you will not enter- 
tain a thoufand Fears, if Ibut ftay a Moment beyond 
my appointed Hour; cfpecially ^yhen Philander^ 
who is not able to fupport the Thought that any 
Thing fliould afflifthis lovely Baby,takes Care from 
Hour to Hour to fatisfy her tender doubting Heart. 
My Dearett, I am gone into the City to my Ad- 
vocate's, my Trial with Monfieur the Count, your 
Father, coming on to Morrow, and it will be at 
leaft two tedious Hoiu:s ere I can bring my Ador- 
able her PHILANDER. 


13^ 
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! 


ro SYLVIA. 

Was calledSon, rfiy deareft Child, at my Ad- 
vocate's hy^Ccfario ; there is fome great Bufmefe 
this Evening defeated in the Cabal, which is at 
JHo-aftews-m the City ; Cefario telk me there is a 
very diligent Search made by Monfieur the Count, 
rour-I'athcr, for my Sylvia ; I die if you are taken, 
eft the Fright fhould hurt thee ; if poflible, 7 would 
have thee remove this Evening from thofe Lodgings, 
left the People, who ar« of the Royal Party, ftiould 
be induced thro' Malice or Gain to difcover thee; 
i dare liot come myfelf to wait on thee, left my 
'being ^Qcn fliould betray thee, hut I have fent 
BriiUard (whofe Zeal for thee fliall be rewarded} 
to conduft thee to a -little Houfe in the Fauxhurgh 
8. Germ&ns^ vrhere lives a pretty Woman, and 
Miftre&.to Chevalier Tomafo^<:^\bi Belinday a Wo- 
man of Wit, and difcreet enough to underftand 
what ought to be paid to a Maid of the Quality and 
Ch2irz£\er of Sylvia I the already knows the Stories 
of our Loves ; thither PlI come to thee, and bring 
Cefario to Supper, as foon as the Caljal breaks up. 
OJa, my Syhla^ T fhall one Day recompcnfe all thir 
Goodnefe, aU thy Bravery, thy Love and thy Suf- 
£aing fipr thy eternal Lover and Slave, 

PHILANDER. 




mm 


To PHILANDER. 

C O hafly 1 was to obey Philander*s Commands, 
^ that by the unwearied Care and Induftcy of the 
faithful BrllHard^ I went before three o'Clock dif- 
guifed away to the Place whither you ordered us, 
and was well received by the very pretty young 
Woman of the Houfe, who has Senfe and breed- 
ing as well as Beauty : But oh. Philander^ this 


Flight 


J^light pJeftfea me not; ^as, Wiat te*»e I dwief 
my Fauk is t>aly Lwe, and that AiFe I fliould 
}}(Jaft, as the moft divine Paflfcn of the Soul i no, 
po, PhikneUr^ it is not my Love's the. Cnminal^ 
jio, not the placing it on Philander die Crinae, 
but it is diy moft unhappy Circumftanccs, thy being 
married and chat was i»6 Crime to Heaven tOl 
Man jnadeLawss, and can Laws neadi to Dim- 
^tion ? If fo, curfe on the fatal Hour that thoa 
:wert married, CMifi on" the Prieift that joined ye„ 
«fid oucft he jU that dU contribute to the undoing 
- Ceremcmy-*-- except PA/&»d^« Tongue, ^at 
anfweml Ycs^ Oh, Heavens I Was Acre but-^ne 
dsar Man of all your whblc Creation that comM 
diacm the Soul of Syivia/ And could yer^-ob, ye 
wife all-feeijig Powcara Aat knew my Soul, could 
ye give htm away? How had my Iiinocaicc offend- 
ed ye-? Our Hearts you did create for njuti*al 
Jxwc Howcameth«du« MMlate? Aii«>therwouM 
have ideafcd ithe iodiffeDem Mpnilh'z Soul as l«^^ 
*ut n\uic was fitted for no other Man j wdv r*f 
lander^ the ador«d Philander, with that dear Form* 
that Siiape. that charming Face, that Hair, dbofe 
iovely fpeakirtg Eyes, that wounding Softnefe m 
his tender Voice, had Power to conquer S^wif ; 
And can thh be a Sin ? Oh, Heavens, can it ? Mull 
Laws, which Man contrived for mere Convem^ 
. cney, have Power to akcr the divine Decrees : at 
-our Creation ?*-Perhap8 they argue to Morrow at 
the Bar, tlvat MyrtiUa was ordained by Heaven for 
^hiUmder^ no, no, he miftoodc the Sifter, it waa 
|M-etty near he came, but by a fatal Error was mi- 
ft2ktn\ his hafty Youth made him too negligently 
ilop before his Time at the wrong Woman, he 
ihould have gazed a little farther on— and then it 
had been -^fow's Lot — ^It is fine Divinrity they 
teach, that cry Marriages are made in Heawn— •■ 
f dly and Madaefc gtown into grave ^^^^A 


^ 
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(hould an unheedy Youth in Heat oi^ Blood take 
up with the firtt convenient She that offers, though 
he be an Heir to fome grave Politician, great and 
rich, an(J She the Outcaft of the common Stews> 
coupled in Height of Wine, and ftidden Luft, 
which once allayed, and that the^ fober Morning 
wakes him to fee his Error, he quits with Shame 
the Jilt, and owns no more the Folly ; fhall tb» 
be called a heavenly Conjunftion ? Were I in 
^Height of Youth, as now I am, forced by my Pa- 
rents, obliged by Intereft and Honour, to marry 
the old, deformed, difeafed, decrepid Count Jn^ 
thonio^ whofe Perfon, Qualities and Principles I 
loath, and rather than fufFer him to confummate 
his Nuptials, fuppofe I (hould (as fure I fhould) 
kill myfelf, it were Blafphemy to lay xh\^ fatal 
Marriage to Heaven's Charge— Curfe on yoGrNon* 
fenfe, ye i'mpoiing Gownmen, curfe on your holy 
Cant ; you may as well call Rapes and Murthers, 
Treafon and Robbery, the Ads of Heaven ; be* 
jcaufe Heaven fuffers them to be committed. Is it 
Heaven's Pleafure therefore. Heaven's Decree ? A 
Trick, a wife Device of Priefts, no more — t^ 
make the naufeated, tiitd^out Pair drag on the 
careful Bufinefs of Life, drudge for the dull*g6t 
Family with greater SatisfafUon, becaufe they are 
taught to think Marriage was made in Heaven ; 
a mighty Comfort that, when all the Joys of Life 
are loft by it : Were it not nobler far that Honour 
kept him juft, and that Good-nature made him 
reafonable Provifion? Daily Experience proves^ to 
us, no Couple live with lefs Content, lefs Safe, 
than thofe who cry Heaven joins ? Who is it loves 
lefs than thofe that marry ? And where Love is 
not, there is Hate and Loathing at beft,- Difguft, 
Difquiet, Noife and Repentance : No, Philander^ 
that's a heavenly Match when two Souls touched 
with equal Paffion meet, (wj^ich is but rarely fecn) 

— when 
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-.—when willing Vows, with ferious ConfiJerft- 
donsy are weighed and made, when a true View is 
taken of the Soul, when no bafe Intereft makes 
the hafly Bargain, when no Conveniency or De- 
iign,' or Drudge, or Slave, fhall find it neceffary, 
when equal *j[udgfkients meet that can efteem the 
Bleffings they poff^, and diftinguifh the Good of 
cither's Love, and fet a' Value on each other's 
Merits, and where hoih underftand to take and 
pay ; who find the Beauty of each other's Minds, 
and rate them as they ought ; whom not a formal 
Ceremony binds, (with which IVe nought to do, 
but dully give a cold confenting Affirmative) but 
>well cohfidered Vows from foft' inclining Hearts, 
uttered with Love, with Joy, with dear Delight, 
when Heaven is called to witnefs ; flie is thy Wife, 
Philander ht is my Hufband; this is the Match, 
this Heaven defigns and ineans ; how then, oh how 
came lito mifs Philander f Or hef is 

SYLVU. 

Since I writ this,, which I dejigned not an Inve-^ 
Hive aiainjl Marriage^ when 1 began, but to in-' 

form thee ffiT my being where you dire^edi but Jince 
Iwritethtij I fay, the Houfe where I am is broken 
epen with Warrants and Officers for me, but being 
dll uridreffed and ill, the Officer has taken my Word 

for my Appearance to Morrow';' it feems they faw 
me when I went from my Lodgings, and purfued me\ 
hafte to me, far ijhall need your Qoynfeh 

- !re> S Y L V I A. 

TkJ" Y eternal Joy, my AfflifHon is inexpreffibic 
•* •*• at the News you lend me of your being fur- 
prized; I am not able to wait on thee yet — not 
being fufFered to leave the Cabal, I only borrow 
this Minute to tell thee the Senfe of my Advocate 

in 
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in this Cafe ; which was, if thou (hould be taken, 
there was iko Way, no Law to fave thee from being 
lavilbed from my Amis^ but that of marrying dieo 
t2^ feme Body whom I can trujft; this we have 
crftexi difcourfedy and diou haft often vowed thou'tt 
da any Thing cather Aao kill me wttb a Sepura^ 
lion; refolve then, oh thou Charmer of my- Soul^ 
^ do a Deed, that though dKi Name woiild fright 
Aee, only can prefenre both diee and me; it is-^ 
andthou^ ib have no oAer Terror in it than the 
Name, I &int t^ ^ak it<-**to many, Sj^via\ yes, 
tbou muft marry^; diou^ thou art mine as mt a9 
He^ve'lL can make us, yet thou muft marry;. I have 
pkched upon ditf Property, it is BrilUard^ him i 
can onfy tr oft in this AiFair ; it is but joining Hand* 
— ne mote,: mf Sykna^^-BrHtimrd is* a'Gentknran, 
though a Cadets and may be ftq)po&d to pretend ta 
fe g^oait a Happsnefe,. and whofe oniy Crime is 
Want of Fortune ;• he' is haad&me too^ well made,. 
weH brad, and fo much real Efteem he has for 
me, and I have fo- obliged him, that I -am oonfidene 
he will pretend no farther than to the Honour of 
owning thee in Court; III time him from it, ^nay, 
he ^res not <b> it, I will truft him with my Life—** 
but oh, Sylvia is more — think of it, and this Night, 
we will perform it^ thjBise being no pthe^ Way to 
keep SyhAa et«rnairy 

• PHILANDEKs. 


-M^ 


, To STLTT A. 

T^ O W, my adorable Syhitty ywu hftve truly need 
•••^ of $di tfi^ hemick'J3i?avery rf Mind) T ever 
thcHight thee Miftreis ef ; &r Syfui^ csoming from^ 
tkee this Mornii^ a^nd riding hi\ Speed for Pariff- 
I wa» met, ftopt, and feioed for Hight-Treafon by 
the Ktfig.'s Mei^ngjSjfSj and ppffitli^ m^y faU a Sa^'- 
I crifice 
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crtfice to the Anger of an incenfed Monarch. My 
Sytviay bear this laft Shock of Fate with a Coaragei 
worthy thy great and glorious Soul; 'tis hut a lit^ 
tie Separation, Syhia^ and we (hall one Day meet 
sgain 5 by Heaven,! find no other Stine in Death but 
pafting with my Syhkty and every Parting wouM 
have been the iame ; I might have died by thy Dtl^ 
dain, thou might'ft have grown weaiy of thy PW- 
landeTj have loved another, and have broke thy 
Vows,t ^nd tortured mc to Death thefe crueller 
.Ways: But Fate is kinder to me, and I go Weft 
with my Syhiafs Love, for which Heaven m^f 
do much, for her dear Sake, ta recompenfe h^ 
Faidi, a Maid fo innocent and true to facrei 
Love; ^xpeft the- befl, my lovely Dear, the worff 
has this Comfort in it, that I fhall die my diamring 

Sylvhf^ 

PHILANDER. 

ro PHI LA N DE R. 

« * 

tTiL qnlv fky, thou dear Supporter of my SouU 
•■• that a Philander AitSy he Ihall not go to Heaven* 
without his Syhia-'-i'-hY Heaven and Ear^h I fwear 
k, I cannot live without thee, nor flialt thou die 
without thy 

SrLVIJ. 


To SYLVIA. 

SEE, fee mj adorable Angel, what Care the 
Powers above take of Divine Innocence, true 
liove and Beauty ; oh^ lee what they have done 
for their darling Sylvia \ could they do lefs? -- 

I^oow, nur dear Maid, that after being examined 
More the King, I was found guilty enough to be 

com- 
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committed to the Bqftile^ (frDm whence, if I had 
gone, I had never returned, but to my Death ;) 
but the Meflenger, into whofe Hands 1 was com- 
mitted, refuting other Guards, being alone with 
me in my own Coach, I refolved to kill, if I could 
no other Way oblige him to favour my Efcape j I 
tried with Gold before I fhewed my Dagger, and 
that prevailed, a Way lefs crioiinal, and I have 
taken San£tuary in a unall Cottage near the Sea- 
fkovty where I wait for Sylvia ; and tho' my Life 
depend upoji my Flight, nay, more, the Life of 
Sylvia J i cannot go without her ; drefs yourfelf 
then, my deareft, in your Boy's Cloaths, and hafte 
with Biilliard^ whither this Seaman will condud 
thee, whom I have hired to fet us on fome Shore 
©f Safety ; bring what News you can learn of 
Cefario ; I would not have him die poorly after all 
his mi^ty Hopes, nor be conducted to a Scaffold 
with Shouts of Joy, by that uncertain Beaft the 
Rabble, who ufed to ft<^ his Chariot-wheels with. 

fickle Adorations whenever he looked Abroad^ 

fcy Heaven, I pity him \ but SyfoiVs Prcfen<^ will 
chafe away all Thoughts, but thofe of Loye, 
from 

PRILJNDER. 

I need not. bid \ 

tbeihajien 

The End of the JSrft Part. 
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SIR, 

IBeg you wilt givi mt Leave lo txpnfi 
nvf . Gratitude, in fime Meafure, far 
the Favaurs I havt rtmved of yoUy 
and to make an Acinffwkdgment wiiire 
I catmot piq a Debt, It is oniy vihet 
was kng fitue dejigtud you, whm 
t^hly it mighl ixrue found fotiuthing a better fVel- 
CMHff fy its. having made (as then it muft have 
dMte) a Vtyage tQ have kijjid y»w Hands, and 
^gbt ferhaps then have corUrihuted in finu fmall 
Htgrei U yetir Diverfun, in a Place where there 
isfimidfa lililt. — In order to it, I fint you the Ftrji 
Part by oh^ of your Offiwsy of which this is a 
Centinuatiea. But bang obliged U lay it by for 
abtr mqrt material Bupnefs, it has had the Mif- . 
fortune tut to- appr-tach y«u till, naw, and to which 
Jienour it has nothing to intitlf it, but that of 
hearing your Name before it, which will put a Vo' 
tut tip«n it to the ivorld. And finci I never was 
of a Nature t» board my Good to my peculiar Ufe, 
tt M Vdtk grf<ti Setisfa^ion I am, hy tbisjhort Cha- 
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racier of you^ dijlribuiing a Blejfmg to that Part 
of Mankind who have not that of knowing you, 
rot there is an unfpeakable Power and Pleafure in 
oblijing ; and it is a Pain to the good-natured to 
conceal any Things whofe Communication may gra^ 
tify the TVorld^ and I am uneafy when a good 
Man is not as well underjlood by every Body as 3y 
myfelf\ and I boajl that Honour here^ with more 
Vanity than of any other Happinefs, Though I 
knofw I Jhall be cenfured by your Lovers^ for faying 
fo little where fo much ts due: But fince I write 
to the -Number that do not know you^ rather than 
thofi that do J this will at leafi ft^ce to 'Jhew bow 
fine a Thing Man can bcy fo qualified and fet out 
by Nature for eternal Efieem, For^ Sir^ there is 
in you , fomethingy befides the common Virtues of 
your Sex y fo engaging^ fome Art ijt Nature fo p?^ 
culiar to yourfelf fo in/inuating into the Souly that 
there is not found any Thing fo duUin Human-kindy 
as not to love, honour, and value you: Nor is that 
Man born that is your Enemy, no not even amongfl 
thofe Phanatical Difpofitions, whofe Principles and 
Opinions are fo dijlant from thofe hpnefl and gene^ 
rom ones of yours \ at lea ft they love the Mdn^ 
though they rail at his Notions, efieem the Perfon 
though they abominate the Loyalifi \ nor can I re-- 
fieSi onjhe Excellency of your Temper, but I think 
you born to put the ill-natured World into good Hu- 
mour, Tou are always eajy without Affe^atiofty 
merry without Extravagance, generous, liberal j 
and good without Vanity, fedate and even without 
Confiraint, chearful and calm as Innocence, thpugh 
the World ft arm and reel with, mad Confufion^ 
Jlill from the Serenity of your Looks we read 
the fair Weather in your Mind, which Times 
or Seafons can never difcompofe, while all goes 
-well with your King and Country, You have 
a Greatnefi of Soul,^ which it fiems ds if Fate durft 

- ' not 
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mt opprtfs ;- and he who is fo truly magnificmt vjitt-' 
friy needs not trouble the World for Elbow-room ; and 
who is ambitious of more than you poffefsy does but pur^ 
chafe an empty Name at the £xpence of his Repofe and 
Senfey and leffins his Glory by equalling it to a Ti- 
tle. The Sun at Noon is no fPonder^ but to fee as great 
an Illumination in a Star^ though of the firji Magni- 
iudej we gaze at with Admiration* Title (that Tri- 
fle which you can command when you pleafe^ and 
yjhich it is far greater to merit than to wtar^) ferves 
rather to render Vice more apparent^ than to elevate 
the Virtues. Heaven has made you more truly happy ^ 
andhas fet no Blejfing at too vajl a Dijiance for your 
Reach ; but has fubdued even all your Wijl^ei to your 
Power y and left you almojl nothing to afk ; having fuited 
your Fame and Fortune to the Greatnefs of your Mind. 

How foony at the Choice of the moft ghrlcus Sencte 
that ever blefjid the Landy was your valued Name 
fnatched by every glad and giving Voice^ and made the 
Mufick of the happy Dayy when black Exclufions were^ 
jujfly damned from, the Fieldy and only fuch untainted 
Supporters of the Royal Caufe thought worthy to bear a 
Part in fo glorious a Concerny as Giving Cafar his 
Due.- tierey 5/r, you appeared in your proper Spherey 
difperfing that darling Virtue of your Souly lavijhly giv- 
ingy gweroufty difpofing and dealing out according to 
your mighty Mindy and had the Glory even of obliging a 
Monarchy than which nothing could be a greater Sa^ 
tisfaSiion to you, Buty 5/r, you do all Things with a 
perfect good Grace y and (V/n Buflnefsy that Toil of 
Ltfiy you render foft and eafyy and as if you alone was 
ereated to manage the Concerns of the JVorldy you make 
Bufmefs your Pleafure and Diverjiony and laugh at 
thofe that fatigue themfelves with mighty Affairs^ and 
who ajiinuy like Trinkilo, a dull Gravity^ to he 
e/feemed greats wife^ and btifyy while you difcover only 
the beJiandnobUjlPartofBufmejSy the Effe£ls of it \ 

G Q ihc 
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the teft^ the GentUmatifr handfimly cctueah^ Wi p^r^ 
ceive k no mere thtm Fahy Houfkifiry^ iohieh isJilH 
a£fei in the Shades and Silence afthe Nighty %ubai 
Mortals are afieep^ and who find all fmr and Jean in 
the Momingy but^annvi gueji at the inviJiUe Hand 
that did it. I am Jo good a Stdne^^ that I vsijh all 
his Majejhfs Work done by fuel Hands^ Heads and 
Hearts^ fo effeihialandfofaithftdy and thenwefiaU 
fear no more Rebellions, but every Man jbaU bafifr- 
oirely under his own Fine, that has one — For my Party 
I have only efcafed fUamg by the Rdels, tojlarw mar^ 
fecurely in my own native Province ef Poetry, though 
I am as wellpleafed at our late Vi^ory^ and the grmih- 
ing Glories of my King, as he that has got a CommffioH 
by it^ if I may have this H^inefs added toit^ rf^^ 
retaining the Honour of your Friendfiip^ <tnd h ftiO. 
numbered in the Croud of^ 


s \x 


Your moft Obliged 


Humble Servants, 


v/. B. 
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; T the End of the firft P»rt of thefe 

I I Letters, we leitjP^jlTnder impuient- 

I \ Jy waiting on the Soa-Shone icx the 

! >] Approach of the loyelyV'i'W'S who 

V acooirdingly cune to him drdTed like 

!' a Youth, to fecure herfelf from a' 

Diftovery. They ftaid not long to citrela each 

sdiec, but he takiag the welc«ne MsitJ in his 

Aims^ with a tranfported Joy bore ^cr to a fnall 

Vefici, that lay ready near tjie Beach ; where, with 

only Brilllard an4 two Men Servants, they put 

to Sea, and paft mto HeUend, landing at the neareft 

Pwti where, a&ei having re&cJbed themfelves for 

G 4 two 
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two or three Days, they paffed forwards^ towards 
the Brtlly Sylvia ftill remaining under that amiable 
Difguife : But in their Paffage from Town to 
Town, which is fometimes by Coach, and other 
Times by Boat, they chanced one Day to encounl;pr 
a young Hollander of a more than ordinary Gal- 
lantry for that Country, fo degenerate from good 
Manners, and almoll common Civility, and fo 
far fliort of all the good Qualities that made them- 
felVeS appear in this young Nobleman. He was 
veiy handfome, well made, well dreffed, and very 
well attended ; and whom we will call OSfavio^ 
and who, young as he was, was. one of the States 
6i Holland 'y he fpoke admirable good French^ and 
had a Vivacity and Qiiicknefs of Wit unufual 
with the Natives of that Part of the World, and • 
almoft above all the reft of his Sex : Philander 
and Sylvia having already agreed for the Cabin 
of the Veffel that was to carry them to the next 
Stage, OSfavio came too late to have ^ any Place 
there but amoneft the common Croud : which the 
Mafter of the Veffel, who knew him, was much 
troubled at, and addrefled himfelf as civilly as he 
could to Philander y to beg PermifBon for one' 
Stranger of Quality to difpofe of himfelf in the 
Cabin for 'that Day : Philander being well enough 
pleafed, fo to make an Acquaintance with fome of 
Power of that Country, readily confented ; and 
O^avio entered with an Addrefs fo graceful and 
obliging, that at firft Sight he inclined Philander* s 
Heart to a Friendfliip with him; and on the other 
Side the lovely Perfon of Philander^ the Quality 
that appeared in his Face and Mein, obliged QSfa- 
via to become no lefs his Admirer. But when 
he faluted Sylvia^ who appeared to him a Youth 
- of Quality, he was extremely charmed with her 
pfetty Gaiety, and an unufual Air and Life in 
her Addrefs and Motion j he felt a fecret Joy and 

Pleafure 
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Pleafure play about Jus Soul, he knew not why, 
and was almoft angry, that he felt fuch an Emo- 
tion for a Youth, tho' the moft lovely that he ever 
faw. After the firft CompUments, they fell into 
'Difcourfe of a thoufand indifferent Things, and if 
he were pleafed at firft Sight \yith the two Lovers, 
he wa$ wholly charmed by their Converfation, 
efpecially that of the amiable Youth j who well 
enough pleafed with the young Stranger, or elfe 
hitherto having met nothing fo accomplifhed in her 
fliort Travels ; and indeed defpairing to meet any 
fuch i fhe put on all her Gaiety and Charms of 
Wit, and made as abfolute a Conqueft aa it was 
'poflible for her fuppofed Sex to do over a Man, 
who was a great Admirer of the other ; and furely 

- the lovely Maid never appeared fo charming and 
defirable as that Day ; they dined together in the 
Cabin ;' and after Dinner repofed on little Mattref- 

' 'fes by each other's Side, where every Motion, every 
Limb, as carelefly fhe lay, difcovered a thoufan^ 
Graces, and more and more enflamed the now be- 
ginning Lover; fhe could not move, nor fmile, 
nor fpeak, nor order any Charm ^bout her, but. 
had fome peculiar Grace that begun to make hhn 
uneafy; and from a thoufand little Modefties, 
both in her Blufhes and Motions, he had a fccrct 
Hope fhe was not what fhe feemed, but of that 
Sex whereof fhe difcovered fo many Softnefles and 
Beauties ; tho' towhat Advantage that Hope would 
amount to his Repofe, was yet a Difquiet he had 
not confidered nor felt: Nor could he by any 
Fondnefs between them, or Indiferetion of Love, 
conceive how the lovely Strangers were allied i 
he only hoped, and had no Thoughts of Fear, or 
any Thing that could check his new 'beginning 
Flame. While thus they paffed the Afternoon, 
they afked a thoufand Queftions, of Lovers, c£ 
the Country and Manners, and their Security ani 
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Civility to Strangers 5 to all which O^avio atifwered 
as a Man, who .would recommend the Place and 
Pcrfons purely to oblige their Stay ; for now Self- 
Intereft makes him fay all Things in Favour of it ; 
and of his own Friendfliip, offers them all the Ser- 
vice of a" Man in Power, and who could make 
an Intereft in thofe that had more than himfelf j 
much he i«*otefted, much he offered, and yet no 
more than he defigned to make good on all Occa- 
iions, which they received with an Acknowledge, 
ment that plainly difcovered a Generolity and Qua- 
lity above the common Rate of Men j fo that 
finding in each other Occafions for Love and 
Friendfliip, they mutually profefled It, and nobly 
entertained it. OSfavio told his Name and Qua- 
lity, left nothing unfaid diat might confirm the 
Lovers of his Sincerity. This begot a Confi- 
dence in Philander^ who in Return told him fo 
much of his Circumftances, as fufficed to let him 
inow he was a Perfon fo unfortunate to have 00 
cafioned the Difpleafure of his King againfl: him, 
and that he could not continue with any Repofe 
in that Kingdom, whofe Monarch thought him 
no longer fit for thofe Honours he had before re- 
, ceived : O€favio renewed his Proteftations of ferving 
him with his Intereft and Fortune, which the other 
receiving with all the gallant Modefty of an un- 
fortunate Man, they came afliore, where OUamo^s 
Coaches and Equipage waiting his coming to con- 
duft him to his Houfe, he offlered his new Friends 
the beft of them to c^rry them to their Lodging, 
which he had often prefTed might be his own 
Palace; but that being refufed as too great an Ho- 
nour, he would himfelf fee them placed in fome 
one, which he thought might be moft fuitable to 
their Quality ; they excufed the Trouble, but he 
preffed too eagerly to be denied, and he conduced 
thcra to a Merchant's Houfe not far from his own, 

fe 
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(9 Love hai contrive for the better MiOiftgement 
of iJife new Affair 6f Ws Heart, which he refolved 
to jfmrfiie, be the ftirObjeftof what Sex fcever : 
But after having we'll enough recomntended them 
to Ae Care of the Merchant, he thought k Juftice 
to leave tliem to their Reft, tho' with Abundance of 
Reludancy ; fo took his Leave of both the lovely 
Strangers, and wtnt to his own Home. And rf- 
ter a haftjr Stipper got hiuifelf up to Bed : Not t& 
deep ; for now he had other Bufinefs : Love took 
kim now to Tafk, and a(ked his Heatt a thoufand 
Queftions. Then it was he found the Idea of that 
fair Unknown had abfoltite Pofleffion there : Nor 
was he at all difpleafed to find he was a Cap- 
tive ; his Youth and Qusdity promife his HopeJ 
ti thc^&ftd Advantages above all other Men : But 
when he refledcd on the Beauty of Phriander^ 
on hi* charming Youth and Converfadon^ andT 
every Grfcce that adorns a Concjueror, he grew 
inflamed, difordered, reftlcfe, angry, and out of 
Love with his own Attra<9ions; confidercd every .^ 
beauty dF his own Perfon, and found diem, or at 
kaft thought them infinitely fltort of thofe of his 
now fiihcied Rival ; yet it was a Rival that he 
could- not hate, tJor did his Faffion abate one 
Thought of his Ffiendfhip for Philander^ but 
rather mcwe encreafed it, infomuch that he onco 
refi)lved it Ihould fiirmount his Love if poffible, at 
leaft he left it on the Upper-hand, till Time fhoufd 
make a better Difcovery . Wheh tired with Thought 
we^l fiippofe him afleep, and fee how our Lovers 
fared; who being lodged all ort one Stair-Cafe 
(that is, Pbthnder, Sylvia^ artd BriBiard) it was 
not hard for the Lov^er to ftcal into the longing 
Arms of the expefling Syhia ; no Fatigues of 
tedioiis Journies, and little Voyages, had abated 
herFondncfeor his Vigour; tne Night was like 
the. firft^ all Joy ! All Tranfport ! ByHliard lay fo 
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near as to be a Witnefs t^ all their Sighs of Love, and 
little foft Murmurs, who now began from a Ser- 
vant to be permitted as an humble Companion ; 
fince he had had the Honour of being married to 
Sylvia^ though yet he durft not lift his Eyes or 
Thoughts that Way 5 yet it might be perceived 
he was melancholy and fuUen whenever he faw 
their Dalliances ; nor could he know the Joys his 
Lord nightly ftole, without an Impatience, which, 
if but minded or known, perhaps had coft him his 
Life. He began, from the Thoughts fhe was hi^ 
Wife, to fancy fine Enjoyment, to fancy Autho- . 
rity which* he durft not aiTume, and often wifhed 
his Lord would grow cold, as poiTeillng Lovers 
do, that then he might advance his Hope, when 
he (hould even abandon or flight her: He could 
not fee her kified without blufhing with Refent* 
ment \ but if he has affifted to undrefs him for 
her Bed, he was ready to die with Anger, 
and would grow Sick, and leave the Office to 
himfelf : He could not fee her naked Charms, 
her Arms ftretched out to receive a Lover, 
with impatient J9y, without Madnefs ; to fee her ^ 
clafp him faft, when he threw himfelf into her 
foft, white Bofom, and fmother him with KiiTes : 
No, he could not bear it now, and almoft loft 
his Refpedl wlTen he beheld it, and grew faucy 
unperceived. And it was in vain that he looked 
back upon the Reward he had to ftand for that 
neceflary Cypher a Hufband. In vain he coniidered 
the Reafons why, and the Occafion wherefore ; 
he now feeks Precedents of ufurped Dominion, 
and thinks ihe is his Wife, and has forgot that 
he is her Creature, and Philander*s Vaflal. Thefe 
Thoughts difturbed him^all the Night, and a certain 
Tealoufy, or rather Curiofity to liften to every 
Motion of the Lovers, while they were employed 
after a different Manner* .; 

' Next 
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Next Day it was debated what was beft to be 
done, as to their Condufi in that Place ; or whether 
Sylvia (hould yet own her Sex or not ; but flie, 
pleafed with the Cavalier in herfelf, begged fhq 
might live under that Difguife, which indeed gave 
her % thoufand Charms to thofe which Nature had 
already bellowed on her Sex ; and Philander was 
well enough pleafed ihe fhould continue in that 
agreeable Drefs, which did not only add to her 
Beauty, but gave her a thoufand little Privileges, 
which otherwife would have been denied to Wo- 
men, though in a Country of much Freedom. 
Every Day ihe appeared in the Tour^ {he failed not 
to make a Conquefl on fome ungi^arded Heart 
of the Fair Sex : Nor was it long ere (he received 
Billet'Doux from many of the moft accompliflied 
who could^fpeak and write French. This gave 
them a Pleafure in the Midll of her unlucky Exile, 
and {he failed not to boaft her Conquefts to O^ia- 
vioy who every Day gavt all his Hours to Love, 
under the Difeuife of Friend{hip, and every Day 
received new W ounds, both from her Converfa- 
tion and Beauty, and every Day confirme'H him 
more in his lirfl: Belief, that {he was a Woman j 
and that confirmed his Love. But ftill he took 
care to hide his Paffion with a Gallantrjf, that was 
natural to him, and to very few befides ; and he 
managed his Eyes, which were always full of 
Love, fo equally to both, that when he was foft 
and fond it appeared more his natural Humour, 
than from any particular Caufe. And that you may 
Jbelieve that all the Arts of Gallantry, and Graces 
of good Management were more peculiarly his 
than another's, his Race was illuftrious, being 
defcended from that of the Princes of Orange^ and 

freat Birth will {hine through, and {hew itfelf in 
pight of Education and Obfcurity : But OSfavio 
bad all thofe Additions that render a Man truly-^ 

great 
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^at and brave; and thfe is the Chaitifter of him 
dial was next nndone }yy jsnxr tmfortuAatc and fa- 
tal fieaoty. At llhrs RateVor fome Time they linA 
thus difguHed under feigned Names, OBavio emit- 
ting nothing tiiat might oMige -diem in the higheft 
Degree, and hardly any Thing was tJked of but 
the new and beautiful Strangers, Whole CoAquefts 
in all Places •ver the Ladies are well worthy, both 
for their Rarity and Comedy, to be related emrrc- 
ly by themfelvefs in a Norel. OJ^avh faw tvery 
Day with Abundance of Pleaiure the little Re* 
venges of Love, on thofe Womcns Hearts who had 
made before litde Conqoefts over him, and ftiove 
by all the gay Prefents he made a young FHltfiond 
(for fo they called Svhiaj) to make him appear 
unrefiftible to the Laoies ; and whib 5y/7;/a gave 
them new Wounds, OSfavio failed not to receive 
them too among the Croud, till at latt he bccante 
a confirmed Slave, to the lovely Unknown r and 
that which was vet more ftrange, ihe captivated 
the Men no leis than the Women, who often 
gave her S^renadis under her Window, with Songs 
fitted to the Courtfliip of a Boy, all which added 
to their Diveriion: But Fortune had fmiled long 
enough, and now grew weary of obliging, Ihe was 
refolved to undeceive both Sexes, and let them fee 
the Errors of their Love; for Syhra feB into ^ 
Fever fo violent, thi,t Pbiland^ no longer hoped 
for her Recovery, infomuch that (he was obliged 
to own her Sex, and take Women Servants out of 
Decency. This made the firft Difcoverv of who 
and what they were, and for which every Body Ian* 
guiflied under a feCret Grief. But Ocfavh^ who 
now was not only confirmed Ihe Was a Woman, 
but that flie was neither Wife to Philander^ nor 
could in almoft all Poflibility ever be fo ; that 
fhe was his Miftrefs, gave him Hope that flie 
might one Day as wcltbc conquered by him) and 
I - be 
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he found her Youth, her Beauty, and her Quality, 
merited all his Pains of laialhCfourtfhip. And now 
thejpe d-emakts no more than the Fear of Jier -dying 
to oblige him immediately to « Difcovery of his 
P^EoQAtoo violent now hy his AewHope to be lon- 
ger concealed, but Decency foibids he Ihouldnow 
pnrfue the dear Defign ; he waited and oiade Vows 
for her Recovery^ yifited her, and found Philan" 
der the moil deplorable Obje<l2 that De4>air and 
Love could reader him, who lay eternally weep- 
i^ on her Bed, and no Couniel or Perfuafion 
could remove him thence; but if by Chance they 
made him fenilble it was for her Repofe, be would 
depart to eafe his Mind by new Torments, he 
would rave and tear his delicate Hair, iigh and 
weep upon O^vio's Bolbm, and a thou&ndTimes 
begin to unfold the Story, already known to the 
generous Rival ; Defpair, and Hopes of Pity from 
him, made him utter all : And one Day, when 
by the Advice of the Phifician he was forced to 

2uit the Chamber to give her Reft, he carried 
^^avh to his own, and told him from the Begin- 
nii^, all the Story of his Love with the charm- 
ing Sylvia, and with it all the Story of his Fate : 
O^avio fighing (though glad of the Opportunity) 
told him his Aftairs were already but too well 
known, and that he feared his Safety from that 
Difcovery, fmce the States had obliged themfelves 
to harbour no declared Enemy to the French 
ICing. At this News cur young Unfortunate 
{hewed a Refentment that was fo moving, th^t 
even OSavio, who felt a fecret Joy at the Thoughts 
of his Departure, could no longer refrain froqi 
Pity and Tendernels, even to a Wi(h that he were 
lefe unhappy, and never to part from Syhia : But 
Love foon grew again triumphant in his Heart, 
and all he could fay was, that he would aflEbrd 

him the Aid§ of all his Power in tjiis Encounter -, 

which 
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which, with the Acknowledgments of ,a Lover, 
whofe Life depended on it, hfe received, and part- 
ed with him, who went to learn what was de- 
creed in Council concerning him. While Philan- 
der returned to Sylvia^ the moft dejefted Lover 
that ever Fate produced, when he had not fighed 
away above an Hour, but received a Billet by 
'OSfavioh Page from his Lord ; he went to his 
own Apartment to read it, fearing it might con- 
tain fomething too fad for hirri to be able to hold 
his. Temper at the reading of, and which would 
infallibly have difturbed the Repofe o^ Sylvia ^ who 
ftiared in every cruel Thought of Philander^s' : 
When he was alone he opened it, and read this. 

OcTAvio to Philander. - 

My Lord^ 

I Had rather die than be the ungrateful MefTenger 
of News, which I aifi fecfible will prove too 
fatal to you, and which will be beft expreffed in 
feweft Wprds : It is decreed, that you muft retire 
from the United Provinces in four -and twenty 
Hours, if you will fave a Life that is dear to me 
and Sylvia J there being no other Security againft 
your being rendered up to the King of France. 
Support it well, and hope all Things from^ the 
Aififtance of your 

OCTAVIO. 

From the Council^ Wednefday. 

Philander having finiflied the reading of this, re- 
mained a while whollv without Life or Motion, 
when coming to himfelf, hie fighed and cried, — - 

fVhy — 'farewel trifling Life If of the two Ex* 

tremes one muft be chofen^ rather than Til abandon 
Sylvia^ Tlljlay and be d^livmd up a Vi^im to in- 

cenfid. 
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cenfed France — // is hut a Life at heft I never 

valued thee-^^-and now I fcom to preferve thee at 
the Price of Sylvia's Tean ! Then taking a hafty 
Turn or two about his Chamber, he paufing, cried 
— '-But by my Stay I ruin both Sylvia and myfilfy 
her Life depends on mine*, and it is impoJJUfle ha^s 
can be preserved when mine is in Danger: By re* 
tiring I Jhalljhorth again he hlejfed with her Sight 
in a more faff Security^ by Jiaying 1 refign ntyfelf 
poorly to he made a publick Scorn to France, and 
the cruel Murderer ^Sylvia. Now, it was after 
an hundred Turns and Paures,intermixed with Sighs 
and Ravings, that he refolved for both their Safe- 
ties to retire ; and having a while longer debated 
within himfelf how, and where, and a little Time 
ruminated on his hard purfuing Fate, grown tO' 
a Calm of Grie^ (lefs eafy to be borne than Rage) 
he hafies to Sylvia^ whom he found fomething 
more chearful than before, but dares not acquaint 
-her with the Commands he had to depart- — But 
iilently he views her, while Tears of Love and 
Grief glide unperceivably from his fine Eyes,, his 
Soul grows tenderer at (svery Look, and Pity ^nd 
Compaffion joining to his Love and his Defpair, 
kt him on the Wreck of Life ; and now believing 
it lefs Pain to die than to leave Sylvia^ refolves to 
difobey, and dare the worft that (hall befal him ^ 
he had fome glimmering Hope, as Lovers have, 
that fome kind Chance will prevent his going, or 
being delivered up \ he trufts much to the Friend- 
fliip of O^avioj whofe Powier joined with that of 
his Uncle, (who was one of the States alfo, and 
whom he had an Afcendant over, as his Nephew 
and his Heir) might ferve him j he therefore ven- 
tures to move him to Compaffion by this fdilowing 
Letter, 


Phi- 
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Philander t$ Octaviq. - 

I Kadw my Lonl, riiat die Exeitife of Virtue 
^ and Jurftice is fo iaiiate to yo«r Sodl^ aiKl fixc4 
to tke veiy Principle of a fener«tts Cocndftoi^* 
trealths Man, thst wkeie thofeare in GompetitiQay 
it is neitker Birth, Wealth, or glorious Mem, tliait 
can render the Unfovtuaate condenmed by yon» 
wordiy of your Pity or Pardon : Your vcfty Soas 
and Fatdiers fiiM before your Juftioe, and it ia 
Crime enough to ofiend (dio* iniiocendy) the leaft 
of your lidiolfeKie La«vs, to faJl under tlie Extre- 
mity of liieir Rigour. I am not ignoraont ncki^pr 
kow Aottrifhing this neoeflary Tyraniry, this ianr*^ 
ftil Oppieffioi^ renders yonr Sute i kow iafe and 
g^otioua, horn fscmt itonKi EncMnies at Home, 
(thoie m>rft of Foes) and hiow feaned ivy thofe 
j&voad: PurfiieAen, 1&, your jnAifiable lifcdiod, 
and ftill be high and mighty, mtain your ^iKient 
JUuum Virtue, and AiH be great as Rami faev^ 
in ker Height of glorious Conunonweahhs ; nile 
your ftubborn Naitives 1^ ber exceHeivt Examples, 
and let ilie Height cf your Ambition be onlr to be 
as feverdy Juft, as rigidly Oood asyou plcate; but 
Kke ker too, be pin&l to Strangen, and di%fenfe 
a noble Ckarity to tke Diftrcftd, con^nftooaCe a 
poor wandering young Man, who fies to you faac 
Re^^ 1<A to kis native Home, loft to his Fame, 
kis fortune, and his Friends ; and has only left 
kkn tke Knowledge of his Innocence to iiipport 
him from fiillMig on his own Sword, to end an 
unfertunate Life, put^d eveiy where, and bJk 
no where ; a Life wIk^ only Refuge is OSlmi^s 
Goodnefs j nor is it barely to preferve this Life 
that I have Recourfe to that only as my San£hiary, 
and like a humble Slave implore your Pity : Oh, 
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OSfavh^ prty my Youth, and intercede for iwy Stay 
ytt a little loftger : Yourfelf mukes <Hie cf the ilhi- 
ftrious Nuttiber rfthe grave, the wife and mighty 
Council, vour Unde and Relations madce up anodier 
ooniiderable Part of it, and you are too dear to all, to 
find a Iteftifal of your juft and compafionate AfH 
plt<^tion. Oh ! What Fault have I committed 
againft you, that I fliouW imot find a Safety here \ 
as well as thofe charged with tfre fame Crime 
with me, though of Icfs Quality ? Many I have en- 
oounter»i here of our unlucky Party, who find a 
Safi*ty among you : Is my Biith a Cime? Or docs 
Ae Greatnefe of that augment my Gnik ? Have I 
hrrfccn asny of your Larws, committed any Out-* 
rage? DoAcyflilpcft me for a Spy to Frmntf 
Or do I hold any Correfpondence with tihat ufi- 
grateltd Nation ? Does my Religion, Principle, 
or Opinion differ from yours f Can I defim the 
Stihreriion of your glorious State ? Can 1 plot, 
eahail, or mutiny akme ? Oh chafge me with fomt 
Oficnce, or yourfelves of Injccffice. Say, why 
ittw I denied iny Length of Efarth amongft you, 
if Iifie? Or Why to breathe ihe open Air, if I live^ 
fittce I fiiaH neither opprefe the one, nor infoft 
fte other? But on tJ^ contrary am ready with mj 
Sword, tny Youth znA Blood to ferve you, Jino 
bring my little Aids on allOccafions to youre-: 
And fhould be proud of the Gloiy to die for you 
in Battle, who wou:ld deliver me up a Sacrifice to 
Ffbnee. Oh 1 Where, O&avio^ is the Glory or Vir-^ 
tsoe of this PunSiXhf For it is no other: There 
arc no Laws that bind you to ft, no obligatory 
Aitidc of Nations, but an unncceflary Compli* 
tnent made a Nemine cmtrjxdicente of your Se* 
nate, that argues nothing but ill Nature, and can* 
not redound to any one's Advantage ; an ill Na- 
ture that's kvelled at me alone ; for many I found 

here, and many feaH ferve -under the feme Chr- 
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cumftanc€S witlvme ; it is only mc whom you have 
marked out the Vi£lim to atone for all : Well 
then, my Lord, if nothing can move you to ja 
Safety for this Unfortunate, at leait be fo mer- 
ciful to fufpend your Cruelty a little, yet a little, 
and poffibly I fhall render you the Body of Phi^ 
handcr^ though dead, to fend into France^ as the 
Trophy of you Fidelity to that Grown : Oh yet, 
a little ftay your cruel Sentence, till my lovely 
Siller, who parfued my hard Fortunes, declare 
niy Fate by her Life. or Death: OJi, my Lord, 
if ever the fgft Paffion of Love have touched your 
Soul, if you -have felt the unrefiftiMe Force of 
young Charms about your Heart, if ever you have 
known a Pain and Pleafure from fair Eyes, or die 
tranfporting Joys of Beauty, pity a Youth undone 
by Love and Ambition, thofc powerful Conque- 
rors of the Young— s—Pity^ oh pity a Youth that 
dies, and will ere long no more con;iplain upon 
your Rigours* Yes, my Lord, he dies without 
the Force of a terrifying &ntence, without the grim 
j^proaches of ^ a^gry Judg€> wkhout the foon 
ponfulted Arbitrary — Guilty of a feyere and hafty 
Jury, without the Ceremony of the Scaffold, Ax> 
and Hangman, and the Clamours of inconfidering 
Crouds; all which melancholy Ceremonies render 
Death fo terrible, which elfe would fall like geiitle 
Slumbers upon the Eye-Lids, and which in Field 
i would encounter with that Joy I Would the fa- 
cred Thing I love ! But oh, I fear my Fate is in the 
lovely Sylvia J and in her dying Eyes you may 
read it, in her languifliing Face you will fee how 
neap it is approached. Ah, will you not fufFer me 
to attend it there? By her dear Side I fhall fall as 
calmly as Flowers from their Stalks, without Re- 
gret or Pain : Will you, by forcing me to die from 
her, run me to a Madnefs ? To wild Diftradion ?. 
Qh think it fufficient that I die here before half 

my 
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my Race of Youth be run, before the Light be half 
burnt out, that might have conduced me to a 
'World of Glory ! Alas, fhe dies — the lovely Syhia 
dies ; fhe is fighing out a Soul to which mine is fo 
intirely fixed, that they muft go upward together; 
yes, yes, (he breathes it fick into my Bofom, and 
kindly gives mine its Difeafe of Death : Let us at 
leaft then die in Silence quietly ; and if it pleafe 
Heaven to reltore fhe languiihed Charmer, I will 
refign myfelf up to all ydur rigorous Honour; 
only let me bear my Treafurc with me, while we 
wander over the World to feek us out a Safety in 
fome Part of it) where Pity and Compaflion is no 
Crime, where Men have tender Hearts, and have 
heard of the God of Love; where Politicks are not 
^ all the Bufmefs of the Powerful, but where Civi- 
lity and good Nature reign. 

Perhaps, my Lord, you will wonder I plead no 
weightier Argument for my Stay than Love, or 
the Griefs and Tears of a languiming Maid : But, 
oh ! They are fuch Tears as every Drop would 
ranfoVn Lives, and nothing that proceeds from heir 
charming Eyes can be valued at a lefs Rate ! In 
Pity to her, tome, and your amorous Youths, let 
me bear her hence : For fhould Ihe look abroad 
as her own Sex^ ihould ihe appear in her natural 
and proper Beauty, alas they were undbne. Re- 
proach not (my Lord) the Weaknefs of this Con- 
feffion, and which I make with more Glory than 
could I boaft myfelf Lord of all the Univerfe : 
If it appear a Fault to the more Grave and Wife, 
1 hope my Youth will plead fomething for my 
Excufe. Oh fay, it leaft, it was pity that Love 
had t^e Afcendant over Philander's Soul, fay 
it was his Deftiny, but fay withal, that it put no 
Stop to his Advance to Glory; rather.it fet an 
Edge upon his Sword, and gave Wings to his 
Ambition !— — 5fes, try me in your Councils, 
I prove 
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pf0ve ttie in your Camps, place me in sbDyHaeard-- 
but give rne Love ! And leave me to wait the Life 
or Death of Syhuij and then difpoie as jeou pLeftTe, 
my Lo g d j of your unfortitfiate 

PHILANDER. 

OcTAvio to Phxi-ander. 

My Lardy 

T Am ttiiKh concerned that a Roqueft tc^ reafiusr 
^ able as you have made, vmII be of fo little 
Force with d»eie atbitraFy Tyrants c^ States and 
tho^ you have addrdSed and ^spealed tome a& one 
of that grave and rigid Number, (tho'. without one 
Grain of their Foroaalities, and I hope Age, which 
eendeis us lefs gallaat, and mow envious of the Jajs 
and Liberties of Youth, wiU never reduoe me to 
ib dnil and Aoughtleft a Member of State) yet I 
liave {ix finalland fin^e a Poition of their Bowec^ 
Aat I am afliamed of my Incapacity ot ferving yw 
in this great Aiadr. I bear die lioaour and the 
Name, itis true, af*gk>nwu9 Sway; but I caaboaft 
hat of the w^A and moA impotent Part of i^ 
rile Title^anly ; bnttbft buCy^ ab^i^kiti^, miicbJevous 
^oUtician tfiiidi toy Room, in my Soul, a^ Hu- 
taouff, «r Coaflilution ; and plodding j^elUejs 
jBower I havre maxk to little the Bufmels of n^ 
gMrer and moee caneleft Youth) that J havie even 
ioA my Bight of Rule, my Share of T£m^^ 
amongft themw That Iktie Jrower (wfaofe unre*- 
gardud Lo& i nftvcaJ>emQanfd tjlt it rendered me 
HsncaiiEtble; of ifcvii^ Phihutd^r) 1 have fbetehed 
to the ntmofr Bonnd lot: your Stays inibmiich that 
I have received may R^H?oache» from die wifer 
CoxxDQmfas,have ^xiade my Youth's little Debauches 
hkited on, raid. Ju^gnKnis made of jm^u (diiadvan-* 
tagittus) from^my Friendihip to yau s a Friendibi^ 
vrfakb^ my Lwd, at bxk Sf|^t $£y0u4pim(i>^ heii^ 

in 


Ift my Sml, ifRid wMdi jour Wiv, yovr Goodnefs, 

]^e«ir Gredtnefe) anil yoor Mtsfoitunes harre iti>- 

pi^dired toailtlicDe^ees^k: The* I a&v incite- 

fy unhaipp7 iliat k proves of im» Ufe to you here, 

«n#4katf}ie greateft Teftimofiy I can new fendar 

0f ft, 19 to warn you.of yo«r at^MoacMng Dangee, 

and haften your l>epartiire, fer theft ia no Safety 

myoiicStay. Ijoft no^ hau-d ti^at was decreed 

i^^akift yott m Council, wMch no Pleading, mt 

Ekxpience of FnendQiip had Fovce «fliei^ to 

^enSt. AIa», I hod but one ftngle Voiee ki the 

Ifomfcer, w^ick I &dlen)y and feigty gave, and 

wMch unregarded paft. Go then, my Loficf ^ hafle 

t^ fome Pkrce where good Breeding and ifu iwanity 

l^igns : Go and pfeferve SyhUt^ ki pfoviding for 

ffsncc own Safety; and beKeve me, till fbe be in 

« Conditxon to purltie y«ur Tortvnes, I will take 

Tbeh Care that noting fliall be wanting to bet 

Itecovrry hcte, in otder to lier following aiAer 

ydii« I am, s^, but too lenft^te of ^ the i^ns 

j^m ttv^ endttre by fueh a Sepamtion; for I am 

neJtfier JnfenfiWe, nor tnM^pabJe of Love, or awy 

^hs rioliem Effiefb: GoAen, nw Ix^^ and 

}mfetv^ llie lovefy Maid ki ^oenr rtight, fince 

your Stay and Danger will fenne but to haften 

on her Deatii : Go ^ be iatiafied fte ibdl find 

ft PhyfeRion AiitaiUe to her Sex, her Innoeeac#, 

her Beatiiby, and her Qjialky ; and that wheref«r 

you fix your Stay, {he 4haH be refigned to your 

Arms by, my Lord, your i^emil Friend ^uid num* 

We-Servant, 

OCTAVIO. 

Left in thh kddifn Rtmove you Jhui/ wmtt 
m^^mtyi J htme fint jou Jiveral Bills ^ Exchange 
f9 what Place fotoer you tnrivty emm 'what ym 
want fmre (mahm Scrt^/^ n ufi m Oi a friend 

■ him 
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After this Letter finding no Hopes, but on the' 
contrary a dire Neceffity of departing, he told 
JBrilliard his Misfortune,- and afked his Counfei 
in this Extremity of Affairs. Brilliard^ (who of 
> Servant was become a Rival) you may believe, 
gave him fuch Advice as might remove him from 
the Obje£l he adored. But after a great deal of 
diflembled Trouble, the better to hid^ his Joy, he 
gave his Advic for his Going, with all the Argu- 
ments that appeared reafonable enough to Phikm^ 
dir\ and at every Period urged, that his Life be- 
ing dear, to Sylvia j and, on which her's fo imme- 
diately depended, he ought no longer to debate, 
buthaften his Flight : To all which Counfel our 
amorous Heroe,with a Sou| ready to make its Way 
thro' his trembling Body, gave a fighing unwilling * 
AiTent. It was now no longer a Difpute, but was 
concluded he mail go; but how was the only 
Queftion. How (hould he take his Farewelf 
How he fhould bid adieu, and leave the dear Ob- 
jeik of his Soul in an Eftate fo. hazardous ^ He 
form^ed a thoufand fad Ideas to torment himfelf 
with fancying he fhould never fee her more, that 
he (hould hear that (he was dead, though now (he 
appeared on tnis Side the Grave, and had all the 
Signs of a declining Ef ifeafe, I)e fancied Abfence 
might make her cold, and abate her Paflion to 
hiins that her powerful Beauty might attra£^ Ador 
rersj and fhe being but a Woman, and no Part 
Angel but her Form^ 'ty^as not expe<^ed (he fhould 
want her Sex's Frailties. Now Jie could confider 
how he had jvon her, how by Importunity and 
Opportunity fhe had at lafl yielded to him, and 
therefore might to fome new Gamefler, when he 
was not by to keep her Heart in continual Play: 
Then it was that all the Pefpair of jealous Love^ 
the Throbs and Piercing of a violent Paffion feize^ 
his timorous and tender Hearty he fanciec) her al- 
ready 
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ready in fome new Ix)ver's Arms, and ran over 
all thefe foft Enjoyments he had with her ; and 
fancied with tormenting Thought, that fo another 
would poilefs her ; till racked with Tortures, he 
almoft fainted on the Repofe on which he was fet ; 
But Brilliard roufed and endeavoured to convince 
him, told him he hoped his Fear was needlefs, and 
that he would take all the y^atchful Care imagi- 
nable of her Conduift^ be a Spy upon her Virtue, 
and from Time to Time give him Notice of all 
that fliould pafs ! Bid him confider her Quality, 
and that'flie was no common Miftrefs whom Hire 
could lead aftray; and that if from the Violence 
of her Paffion, or her moft fevere Fate, fhe had 

Jrielded to the moft charming of Men, he ought as 
ittle to imagine fhe could be again a Lover, as 
that flie could find an Obje6l of equal Beauty with 
that of Philander. In fine, • he foodied and flittered 
him into fo much Eafe, that he refolves to take 
his Leave for a Day or two, under Pretence of 
rheeting and confulting . with fome of the Rebel 
Party ; and that he would return again to her by 
that Time it might ba imagined her Fever might 
be abated, and Sylvia in a Condition to receive 
the News of his being gone for a loniger Time, 
and to know all his Affairs. While Brilliard pre- 
pared all Things neceffary for his Departure, Phila7i^ 
^ der went to Sylvia \ from whom, having been ab- 
fent two tedious Hours, flie caught him in her 
Arms with a Tranfport of Joy, reproached him 
with Want of Love, for being abfent fo long : 
But ftill the more (he fpoke foft fighing Words 
of Love, the more his Soul was feized with Me- 
laricholy, his Sighs redoubled, and he could not 
riefrain from letting fall fome Tears upon her 
Bofom — which Sylvia perceiving, with a Look 
and a Trembling in her Voice, that fpoke her Fears, 
fhe cried. Oh Philander! Thefe are unufual Marks 

H of 
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of your Tcndernefs ; oh tell me, tell me quickly 
what they mean. He anfwered with a Sigh, and 
(he went on — It is fo, I am undone, it is your loft 
Vows, your broken Faith ydu weep ; yes, Phi-' 
lander^ you find the Flower of my Beauty faded, 
and what you loved before, you pity now, and 
thefe be the Effefts of it. Then fighing, as if his 
Soul had been departing on her Neck, he cried. 
By Heaven, by all the Powers of Love, thou aJt 
the fame dear Charmer that thou wert; then 
preffing her Body to his Bofom, he fighed anew 
as if his Heart were breaking — I know (fays flie) 
Philander^ there is fome hidden Caufe that gives 
thefe Bighs their Way, and that dear Face a rale- 
nefs. Oh tell me all \ for ihe that could abandon 
all for thee; can dare the worft of Fate : If thou 
muft quit me — oh Philander^ if it muft be fo, \ 
need not ftay the lingering Death of a feeble Fe- 
ver; I know a Way more noble and more fudden. 
Pleafed at her Refolution, which almoft deftroyed 
his Jealoufy and Fears, a thoufand Times he kifled 
her, mixing his grateful Words and Thanks with 
Sighs ; and finding her fair Hands (which he put 
often to his Mouth) to encreafe their Fires, and 
her Pulfe to be more high and quick, fearing to 
rclapfe her into her (abating) Fever, he forced a 
Smile, and told her, he had no Griefs but what 
Ihe made him feel, no Torments but her Sicknefe, 
nor Sighs but for her Pain, and left nothing un- 
faid that might confirm her he was ftill more and. 
more her Slave ; and concealing his Defign in 
Favour of her Health, he ceafed not vowing and 
protcfting, till he had fettled her in all the Tran- 
quility of a recovering Beauty. And as fince her 
firft Illnefs he had never departed from her Bed, 
^fo now this Night he ftrove to appear in her Arms . 
vvith all that ufual Gaiety of Love that her Con«»- 
dition would permit, or his Circumftanccs could 

feign. 
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feign, and leaving her aflecp at Day-break (with 
a Force upon his Soul that cannot be conceived 
but by parting Lovers) he ftole from her Arms, 
and retiring to his Chamber, he foon got himfelf 
ready for his Flight, and departed. We v\rill leave 
Sylvia*s Ravings to be exprefied by none but her- 
felf, and tdl you that after about fourteen Days 
Abfence, O^^iV received this Letter from Phi^ 
lander, > 

Philander to Oct a v i o. 


*D£ing fafcly arrived at CoUen^ and by a very 
-*^ pretty and lucky Adventure lodged in the Houfe 
of the beft Quality in the Town, I find myfelf 
much more at Eafe than I thought it poffible to 
be without Syhia^ from whoiii I am neverthelefs 
impatient to hear; I hope Abfence appears not fo 
great a Bugbear to her as it was imagmed : For L 
know not what EiFe£b it would have on me to 
hear her Griefs exceeded a few Sighs and Tears ; 
thofe my kind Abfence has taught me to allow 
and bear without much Pain, but fhould her Love 
tranfport bcr to Extremes of Hage and Defpair, I 
fear I ihould quit my Safety here, and give her 
the laft Proof of my Love and my Compaflion, 
throw myfelf at her Feet, and expofe my Life 
to preferve her^s* Honour would oblige me to it. 
I conjure you, my dear O^avhj by all the Fricnd- 
fhip you have vowed me, (and which T no longer 
doubt) let me fpeedily know how fhe bears my 
Abfence, for on that Knowledge depends a great ^ 
deal of the Satisfaction of my Life ; carry her this 
inclofed Which I have writ her, and foftcn my fi-l» 
lent Departure, which poflfibly may appear rude^ 
and unkind, plead my Pardon, and give l^er the 
StoiT of my NeceflSty of offending, which none 

H 2 can 
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can fo well relate as yourfelf ; and from a Mouth 
{o eloquent to a Maid fo full of Love, will foon 
reconcile me to her Heart. With her Letter I fend 
you a Bill to pay her 2000 Patacons, which I have 
paid Vanier Hanjktn here, as his Lettter will in- 
form you, as alfo thofe Bills I received' of you at 
my Departure, having been fupplied by an Englijh 
Merchant here, who gave me Credit. It will be 
an Age, till I hear from you, and receive the 
News of the Health of Sylvia^ than which two 
Bleflings nothing will be more welcome to, ge- 
nerous O£favioj your 

ColUn. PHILANDER. 

A 

DireSf your Letters for me to your Merchant 
Vander Hanfkin. 


Philander to Sylvia. ' 

^Tp HERE is no Way left to gain my SylviWs Par-^ 
M-*- don for l^saving her, and leaving her in fuch 
Circumftances, but tp tell her it was to preferve a 
Life which I believed entirely dear to her ; . but that 
unhappy Crime is too feverely punilhed by the Cru- 
elties of my Abfence ; Brieve me, lovely Sylvia^ . 
I have felt all yoiir Pains, I have burnt with your 
Fever, and fighed with your .OpprefEons ; fay, has 
my Pain abated yours ? Tell me, ahd haften my 
Health by the AfTurance of your Recpvery, or I , 
have fled in vain from thoie dear Arms to fave my 
Life, of which I know not what Account to give 
you, till I receive from you the Knowledge of 
your perfeft Health, the true State of mine. I can 
only fay I figh, and have a Sort of a Being in CoUen^ 
where I have fome more Aflurance of Proteftion 
than I could hope from thofe interefted Brutes, 

who 
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who tknt me from you ; yet brutifli as they are, I 
know thou art fafe from their clown ifh Outrages. 
For were they fenfelefs as their Fellow-Monfters 
«of the Sea, they durft not prophane fo pure an 
Excellence as thine ; the fuUen Boars would jouder 
out a Welcome to thee, and gape, and wonder 
at thy awful Beauty, though they want the tender 
Senfe to know to what Ufe it was made. Or if I 
doubted their Humanity, I cannot the Friendfhip 
of OSfavioj fince he has given me too good a Proof 
of it, to leave me any Fear that he has not in my 
Abfence purfued thofe generous Sentiments for 
Sylvia^ which he vovftA to Philander y and of which 
this firft Proof muft be his relating the Neceflity 
of my Abfence, to kt me well with my adorable 
Maid, who, better tTian I, can inform her; and 
that I rather chofe to quit you only for a fhort 
Space, than reduce myfelf to the NecefEty of lofing 
you eternally. Let the Satisfaftion this ought to 
give you retrieve your Health and Beauty, and put 
you "into a Condition of reftoring to me all my 
Joys) that by purfuing theDivStates of your I^ve, 
you may again bring the greateft Happinefs on 
£arth to the Arms of your 

PHILANDER. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

My Affairs here are yet fo unfettled^ that 1 can 
take no Order for your coming to me\ but as foon as 
I know where I can fix with Safety ^ I fhall make it 
my Bufinefs and my Happinefs : Adieu. Truji 06la- 
vio with your Letters only. 

This Letter OSfavio would not carry hin)felf to 
lier, who had omitted no Day, fcarce an Hour, 
wherein he faw not or fent not to the charming 
Sylvia I but he found in that which Philander had 

H 3 writ 
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writ to him an Air of Coldnefs altogether unufuaJ 
with that faffionate Lover^ and inmiitely fhort in 
Point of Tenderncfe to thofc he had formerly feen 
of his, and from what he had heard him (peak s 
io that he no longer doubted (and the rather be- 
caufe he hoped it) but that Pbilandir found a* 
Abatement of that Heat, which was wont to in* 
fpire at a more amorous Rate : This appearing De 
clenfion he jcould not conceal from Syhia^ at leaft 
to let her know he took Notice of it ; for he knew 
her Love was too quick-fighted and fenfible to 
pafs it unregarded ; but he with Reaibn thought, 
that when (he fhould find others obferve the litde 
Sight (he had put on her, her Pride (which is na- 
tural to Women, in fuch Cafes) would decline 
and leflen her Love for his Rival. He therefore 
fent his Page with the Lett^s inclofed in this from 
himfelf. 


Oct AVI to Sylvia. 

1^ R O M a little neceilary Debauch I made laft 
" Night with the Prince, I am forced to employ 
my Page in thofe Duties I ought to have performed 
myfelf ; He brings you. Madam, a Letter from 
Philander^ as mine, which I have alfo fent you, 
informs me ; I (hould kM^ have doubted it ; it is I 
think, his Character, and all he fays of O^avio 
xonfeffes the Friend, but where he fpeaks of Sylvia 
fure he difguifes the Lover : I wonder the M afk 
(hould be put on now to me, to whom before he 
ft) frankly difcovered the Secrets of his amorous 
Heart. It is a Myftery I would fain perfuade my- 
felf he finds abfolutely neceflary to his Intereft, 
and I hope you will make the fame favourable 
Conflrudions of it, and not impute the leilened 

Zeal 
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2eal wherewith he treats the charming Sylvia to 
any poffible Change or Coldneis, fince I am but 
too fatally fenfible, that no Mafi can arrive at the 
Xrlory or being beloved by you^ that had ever 
Power to fhorten one Link of that dear Chain 
that holds. him^ and you need but furvey.that ado- 
fable Face, to confirm your Tranquility; fet 
a juft Value on yoiu* Charms^ and you need no 
Arguments to fecure your everlafting Empire, or 
to eftablifli it in what Heart you pleafe. This 
fatal Truth J learned from your fair Eyes, ere they 
difeovered to me your ^ex, and you may as foon 
change to what I then believed you, as I from ado- 
ring what I now find you: If all then. Madam, 
that do but look on you become your Slaves, and 
languifh for you, love on, even without Hope, 
and die, what muft Philander pay you, who has 
the mighty BlefSng of your Love, your Vows, 
and all that renders the Hours of amorous Youth, 
iacred, glad, and triumphant? But you khow the 
conquering Power of your Charms too well to 
need either this daring Confeffion, or a Defence 
of Pbilambr^B Virtue from, Madam, your obedient 
Slave, 

OCT J no. 

^Ivia had noiboner read this with Blufhes; and 
a thoufand Fears, and trembling of what was to 
follow in Philander^ Letters both to QStavio and 
to herfelf, but with an Indignation agreeable to 
her haughty Soul, {hQcntA—How-^-Jlighted ! And 
muft O^avlo f$e it too! By Heaven^ if I fl)ouId 
fridit trucj bejhall not dare to think tt: Then 
'widi a generous Rage fhe broke open Philander^ 
I^ter; and whichrihe ibon perceived did but too 
'well prove the Truth of O£favio^s Sufpicion, and 
iier own Fe^s. She repeated it again and again, 
and ftill ihe found more Caufe of Grief and An- 
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ger; Love occaiioned the firftj and Pride the laft : 
And, to a Soul perfeflJy haughty, as was that of 
Sylviay it was hard to guefs which had the Afcen- 
dant : She confidered OSiavio to all the Advan- 
tages that Thought could conceive in one, who 
was not a Lover of him ; fhe knew he merited a 
Heart, tho' fhe had none to give him \ fhe found 
him charming without having a Tendernefs for 
him, ihe found him young and amorous without 
Defire towards- .him; fhe found, him great, rich, 
powerful and generous without defigning on him ; 
andthough fhe knew her Soul free from all Paffion, 
but that for Philander^ nevcrthelefs fhe biufhed 
^nd was angry, that he had Thoughts no more 
advantagious to the Power . of thofe Charms^ 
which fhe wifli'd might appear to him above her 
Sex, it being natural to Women todeiir^ Conquefts, 
though they hate the Conquered 5 to glory in the 
Triumph, though they defpife the Slave : And fhe 
believed, vf\{i\QK)£favio had fo poor a Senfe of her 
Beauty a3 to believe it could be forfaken^ he would 
adore it lefs*- And firfl, to fatisfy her Pride, fhe 
left the fofter Bufmefs of her Heart to the next 
tormenting Hour, and fent him this carelefe An- 
fwer by his Page, believing, if fhe appeared too 
angry^ it might look as if fhe valued his Opinion ; 
VitA therefore difiembled her Thoughts, as Wo- 
men in thofe Cafes ever do, who when nioflt angry 
feem the mofl Galliard, efpecially when they have 
need of the Friendfhip of thofe they flatter, 

S Y L V I A /^ O C T A V I O* 

T S it indeed, OSfavio^ that you bdieve Philander 
-*• cold, or would yOu make that a Pretext to the 
Declaration of your own. Paffion ? We French 
Ladies are not fo nicely tied up t6 the Formalities 
of Virtue, but we can hear Love at both Ears: 
I and 
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and if we receive not the Addrefies of both, at 
leaft we are perhaps vain enough not to be dif- 
pleafed to find we make new Conquefts. But 
you have made your Attack with fo ill Condu6^, 
that I flxall find Force enough without more Aids 
to repulfe you. Alas, my Lord, did you believe 
my Heart was left unguarded when Philander 
departed ? No, the careful charming Lover left a 
thoufand little Gods to defend it, of no lefs Power 
than himfelf; young Deities, who laugh at all 
your little Arts and Treacheries, and fcorn to 
refign their Empire to any feeble Cupids you can 
draw up againft them : Your thick foggy Air breeds 
Love too 4ull and heavy for/ioble Flights, nor can 
I {loop to them. The Flemijh Boy wants Arrows 
keen enough for Hearts like mine, and is a Bungler 
in his Art, too lazy and remifs, rather a heavy 
Bacchus than a Cupid, a Bottle fends him to his 
Bed of Mofs, where he fleeps hard, and never 
dreams of Venus, 

How poorly have you paid yourfelf, my Lordy 
(by this Purfuit of your difcovered Love) for all 
the little Friendlhip you have rendered me ! How 
well you have explained, you can be no more a 
Lover than a Friend, if one may judge the firft 
by the laft ! Had you been thus obfiinate in your' 
Paffion before Philander went, or you had believed 
me abandoned, I fhould perhaps have thought that 
you had loved Indeed, bccaufe I fhould have (qzti 
you durfl, and (hould have believed it true, becaufe 
it ran fome Hazards for me, the Refolution of it 
would have reconciled me. then to the Temerity 
of it, and the greatefl Demonftration you could 
have given of it, would have been the Danger vou 
would have ran and contemned, apd the Prefe- 
rence of your Paffion above any other Confidera- 
tion. This, my Lord, had been generous and 
like a Lover J but poorly thus to fet; upon a fmgle 
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Womin in the Diieutfe of a Friend, in the dark 
iiletit mdancholy fiour of Abience from Pbilan^ 
dif^ then to ftirprize me, then to bid me deliver ! 
to pad for Hearts! It is mA like O^avioj O^iauU 
that PhilanderxxaA/^ bis Friend, and for whofe dear 
Sake, my Lord, I will no farther reproach you, but 
from a Goodnefs, -which, I hope, you wul merit,^ 
I will forgive an Offence, which your ill-timing 
has rendered almoft incxcufable, and expert you 
^ill for the future cojofider better how you ought 
to treat 

SYLVU. 
As foon as flie had difmifled the Page, ihe hailed 
to her Bufineis of Love, and again read over Phi- 
lander's Letter,, and finding ftill new Occafion for 
Fear J <he had Recourie to Pen and Paper for a 
Relief of that Heart which no other Way could 
find \ and after having wiped the Tears from her 
{!yes, ihe writ this following Letter, 

Sylvia rt? Philander. 

Y^ES, Philmder^ I have received your Letter^ 
^ and, but I found my Name there, ihould have 
hoped it was not nieant for Syfuia! Oh ! It is all 
cold—- fhort — Chort and cold as a dead Winter'is 
Day. It chilled my Blood, it fhivered every Vein* 
Where, oh where hafl thou lavifhed out all thofe 
foft Words fo natural to thy Soul, with which 
fhpu ufedfl to charm ; fo tuned to the dear Muiick 
of dijv Voice ? What is become of all the tender 
Things, whiciu as I ufed to read, made little nimble 
Pantings in myHeart,myBlu£hes rife, and tremblings 
in rpy Blood, adding new Fire to the poor burning 
Vidim ! Oh where are all thy pretty Flatteries of 
Love, th^ made me fond and vain, and fet a 
Value on this trifling Beaqty ? Haft thou forgot 
thy wondrous^^ of Lpving ? Thy pretty Cun- 

. ' ning 
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nings, and thy foft Deceivings ? Haft thou 
forgot them all ? Or haft thou forgot indeed to 
love at all? Has thy induftrious Paffion ga- 
thered all the Sweets, and left the rifled Flower 
to hang its withered Head, and die in Shades neg- 
lefled ? For who will prize it now, now when 
all its Perfumes are fled ? Oh my Philander^ oh 
my charming Fugitive ! Was it not enough you left 
me, like falfe Thefeus^ on the Shore, on the foT- 
faken Shore, departed from my fond, my clafping 
Arms; where I believed you fafe, fecure and 
pleafed, when Sleep and Night, that favoured you 
and ruined me, had rendered them incapable of their 
dear Lofs ! Oh was it not enough, that when I 
found them empty and abandoned, and the Place 
cold where you had lain, and 'my poor trembling 
Bofbm uhpoflTcflfed of that dear Load it bore, that 
I almoft expired with my firft Fears ? Oh, if Phi- 
lander loved, he would have thought that Cruelty 
enough, without the fa^ Addition of a growing 
Coldnefs: I awaked, I mifl*ed thee, and I called 
aloud. Philander! my Philander! But no Philan- 
der heard; then drew the clofe-drawn Curtains, 
and with a hafty and bufy View furveyed the 
Chamber over; but oh? In vain I viewed, and 
called yet louder, but none appeared to my Afli- 
ftance but Antonet and Brilliard to torture me with 
dull Excufes, urging a thoufand feigned and frivo- 
lous Reafons to fatisfy my Fears : But I, who 
loved, who doted even to Madnefs, by Nature 
foft, and timorous as a Dove, and fearful as a 
Criminal cfcaped, that dreads each little Noifc, 
fancied their Eyes and guilty Looks confefled the 
Treafons of their Hearts and Tongues, while 
they, more kind than true, ftrove to convince my 
killing Doubts, protefted that you would return 
by Night, and feigned a likely Stoty to deceive. 
Thus between Hope and Fear I languilhcd out a 
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Day ; oh Heavens ! A tedious Day without Pb't*- 
lander: Who would have thought that fuch a 
difmal Day {hould not, with the End of its Reign, 
liave finifhed that of my Life ! But then OSiavio 
came to vifit me, and who till then I never 
wiihed to fee, but now I was impatient for his 
Coming, who by Degrees told me that you were 
gone — I never afked him where, or how^ or why j 
that you were gone was enough to poflefs me of 
all I, feared, your being apprehended and fent into 
France^ your delivering yourfelf up, your aban- 
doning me ; all, all I had an eafy Faith for, with- 
out confulting more than that thou wert gone — that , 
very Word yet ftrikes a Terror to my Soul, dif- 
ables my trembling Hand, and I muft wait for 
Re-inforcements from fome kinder Thoughts. 
But, oh ! From whence ihould they arrive ? From 
what dear prefent Felicity, or Profpeft of a fu- 
ture, though never fo diftant, and'all thofe paft ones 
ferve buttp increafe my Pain; they favour me 
no more, they charm and pleafe^ no more, and 
only prefent themfelves to my Memory to com- 
pleat the Number of my Sighs and Tears, and 
make me wifh that they had never been, tho' even 
with Phi Zander? Oh! Say, thou Monarch of my 
panting Soul, 'How haft thou treated Syhioy to 
make her wifh that flie had never known a tender 
Joy with thee? Is it poflible (he fhould repent her 
loving thee, and thou fhouldft give her Caufe ? 
Say, dear falfe Charmer, is it? But oh, there is no 
lafting Faith in Sin ! — -Ah— ^What have I done I 
How dreadful is the Scene of ray firff Debauch, 
and how glorious that never to be regained Profpedl 
of my Virgin Innocence, where I fate inthroned 
in awful Virtue, crowned with fliining Honour, 
and adorned With unfullied Reputation, till thou, 
O Tyrant Love^ with a charming Ufurpation in- 
Yaded all my Glories 3 and which I refigned with 

greater 
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greater Pride and Joy than a young Monarch puts 
uiem on. Oh ! Why then do I repent ? As if the 
vaft, the dear Expence of Pleafures paft were not 
enough to recompenfe for all the Pains of Love 
to come?" But why, oh why do I treat theeas a 
Lover loft already? Thou artnot^ canft not;, no, 
I will not believe it, till thou thyfelf confefs it : 
Nor {hall the Omiffion of a tender Word or two 
make me believe thou haft forgot thy Vows. Alas, 
it may be I miftake thy Cares, thy hard Fatigues 
of Life, thy prefent ill Circumftanccs. (and all 
the melancholy EfFe<3s of thine and my Misfor- 
tunes) for Coldnefs and declinifig Love. A^s, 
I had forgot my poor, my dear Philander is now 
obliged to contrive for Life as well as Love, thou 
perhaps (fearing the worft) are preparing ,Elo- 
quence for a Council Table j and in thy bufy and 
guilty Imaginations haranguing it to the grave 
Judges, defending thy Innocence, or evading thy 
GuUt : Feeing Advocates, excepting* Juries, and 
confronting Witnefies, when thou fhouldft be 
giving Satisfaction to my fainting Love-fick Heart : 
Sometimes in thy labouring Fancy the Horror of 
a dreadful Sentence for an ignominious Death, 
ftrikes upon thy fender Soul with a Force that 
frights the little God from thence, and I am per- 
fuaded there are fome Moments of this melan- 
choiv Nature,, wherein your Sylvia is even quite 
forgotten, and this too Ihe can think juft and rea- 
fonable, without reproaching thy Heart with ji 
declining Paffion, efpecially when I am not by to 
call thy Fondnefs up, and divert thy more X^ 
mcn'-ing Hours: But oh, for thofe foft Minutes 
~ thou haft defigned ^or Love, and haft dedicated 
to Sylvia^ Philander ftiould difmils the dull For- 
malities of rigid Bufmefs, the preffing Cares of 
Dangers, and have given a Loofe to Softnefs., 
Could my Philander imagine this ihort and unlov-v 

ing 
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ing Letter fuffident to atone for fuch an Abfence ? 

And has Pbikmdir dien forgotten the Pain with 

which I languiihedy when but abfent from him an 

Hour ? How dien can he imagine I can. live, when 

diftant from him fe many Leagues, and fo many 

Days ? While aU the fcanty Comfort I have for 

Lifois, that one Day we might meet again \ but 

where, or when, or how — thou haft not Love 

enough fo much as to divine ; but poorly leaveft 

me to be fatisfied by O^favioy committing the Bu- 

(inefs of thy Heart, the once great Importance of 

' thy Soul, the moft neceflkry Devoirs of thy Life, 

to befupplied by another. Oh Phikmder^ I have 

known a bleffed Time i^ our. Reign of Love, 

when thou wouldft have thought even all thy own 

Power of too little Force to fatisfy the doubting 

Soul of Sylvia : Tell me. Philander^ haft thou 

forgot that Time ? I dare not think thou haft, and 

yet (O God) I find an Alteration, but Heaven 

divert the Omen : Yet fomething vi4iifpers to my 

Soul, I am undone f Ob, where art thou, my 

Philandtr? Where is thy Heart? And what has it 

been doing fince it begun my Fate ? How can it 

juftify thy Coldnefs, and thou this cruel Abfence^ 

without accounting with me for every parting 

Hour? My charming dear was wont to find 

me Bufinefs for all my lonely abfent ones j and 

writ the fofteft Letters — loading the Paper with 

fond Vows and Wiflies, which ere I had read 

over another would arrive, to keep eternal Warmth 

about my Soul ; nor wert thou ever wearied more 

with writing, than I with reading, or with fighing 

after thee ; but now— Oh f There is fome Myftery 

in it I dare hot underftand. Be kind at leaft and 

fatisfy my Fears, for it is a wondrous Pain to live 

in Doubt j if thou ftill loveft me, fwear it over a- 

new! Andcurfeme if I do not credit thee. But— 

if thou art declining<-«»*or ihouldft he fent a 

ihamc- 
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ihaneful Viftim into Frame — Oh thou deceiving 
Charmer, yet be Juft, and let me know my Doom : 
By Heaven this laft will find a Welcome to me» 
for it will end the Torment of iny Doubts and 
Fears of lofing thee another Way, and I fliall have 
the Joy to die with thee, die beloved, and die 
* Thy SYLVIA. 

Having read over this Letter, fhe feared (he had 
faid too much of her Doubts, and Apprehenfions 
of a Change in him ; for now Ihe flies to all the 
little Stratagems and Artifices of Lovers, fhe be- 
gins to ^onfider the worft, and to make the beft 
of that ; but quite abandoned ihe could not believe 
herfelf, without flying into afl the Rage that dif- ^ 
appointed Woman CQuld be poflefled with. She 
calls Bn7/«7rrf,*fhews him his Lord's Letters, and 
told him, (while he read) her Doubts and Fears ; 
he being thus inftrufted by herfelf in the Way how 
to deceive her on, like Fortune-tellers, who gather 
People's Fortune from themfeles, and then return 
it back for their own Divinity; ^ tells her he faw 
indeed a Change ! Glad to improve her Fear, and 
feigns a Sorrow almoft eqi|al to her*s : It is evi- 
dent^ fays he, it is evident^ that he is the moji uri" 
grateful of his Sex f PardoH^ Madam, (continued 
he, bowing) if my Zeal for the moft charming 
Creature on Earthy make me forget my Duty to 
the beft of Majiers and Friends, m^ Brilliard, cried 
fhe, with an Air of Languifhment that more ^n* 
flamed him, hffue a carey lejl that mifiaken Zeal for 
me fhould make you propbane Virtuey which has 
fioty but on this Occafiony fhewed that it wanted. 
Angels for its Guard. Oby Brilliard, if he be falfe 
, — Jif the dear Man be perjuredy takcy takcy kind 
Heaveny the Life you have preferved but for a 
greater Proof of your Revenge — and at that Word 
flie funk into his Arms^, wluch he haftily extended 

as 
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as fhe was falling, both to fave her from Harm, 
and to give himfelf tl^e Pleafure of grafping the 
lovelieft Body in the World to his Bofom, on 
which her fair Face declined, cold, dead, and 
pale ; but fo tranfporting was the Pleafure of tKat 
dear Burthen, that he forgot to call fpr, or to ufe 
any Aid to bring her back to Life, but trembling 
with his Love and eager Paflion, he took a thou- 
fand Jays, he kified a thoufand Times her luke- 
warm Lips, fucked her fhort Sighs, and raviflied 
all the Sweets, her Bofom (which was but guarded 
with a loofe Night-gown) .yielded his impatient 
Toudies. Oh Heaven, who can exprefs the Plea- 
fures he received, becaufe no other Way he ever 
could arrive to fo much Daring ? It was all beyond 
his Hope 5 loofe were her Robes, infenfible the 
Maid, and Love had made him infolent, he roved, 
he killed, he gazed, without Controul, forgetting 
all Refpeft of Perfons, or of Place, and quite de- 
fpairing by fair Means to win her, refolves to take 
this lucky Opportunity ; the Door he knew was 
faft, for the Counfel fhe had to afk him admitted 
of no Lookers-on, fo that at his Entrance (he had 
fecured that pafs for him herfelf, and being near 
her Bed, when fhe fell into his Arms,, at this laft 
daring Thought he lifts her thither, and lays^her 
gently downj and while he did fo, in one Minute 
ran over all the killing Joys he had heen Witnefs 
to, which fhe had given Philander ; on which he 
never paus'd, but urged by a Cupid altogether ma- 
licious and wicked, he refolves his cov^rdly Con- 
quefl, when fome kinder God awakened Sylvia^ 
and, brought OSfavio to the Chamber Door; who 
having been ufed to a Freedom, which was per- 
mitted to none but himfelf, with Antonet her W07 
man, waiting for Admittance, after having knocked 
twice (bftly, Brilliard heard it, and redoubled his 
Diforder, which from that of. Love, grew to that 

of 
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of Surprize; he knew not what to do, whether to 

refufe anfwering, or to re-eftablifli the reviving 

Senfe of Syhia ; in this Moment of perplexing 

Thought he failed not however to fet his Hair in 

order, and adjuft him, though there were no need of 

it, and ftepping to thp Door (after having raifed 

Sylvia^ leaning her Head on her Hand on the Bed- 

lide,) he gave Admittance to O^avio; but, oh 

Heaven, how was he furprized' when he faw it 

was O^avto? His Heart with more Force than 

before redoubled its Beats, that one might eafily 

perceive every Stroke by the Motion of his Cravat; 

he bliifhed, which, to a Complexion perfeftly fair, 

as that of Brilliard (who wants no Beauty, either 

in Face or Perfon) was the more difcoverable, 

'add to this his^^Trembling, and you may eafily 

imagine what a Figure he reprcfented himfelf to 

OSfavto ; who almoft as much furprized as himfelf, 

to find the Goddefs of his Vows and Devotions 

with a young Endymion alone, a Door fhut to, 

her Gown loofe, which (from the late Fit flie was 

in, and Brilliard*% flape upon her Bofom) was 

ftiH open, and difcovered a World of unguarded 

Beauty, which flie knew not was in View, with 

fome other Diforders of her Headcloaths, gave 

him in a Moment a thoufandfalfe Apprehenfions : 

Antonet was no lefs furprized ; fo that all had their 

Part of Amazement but the Innocent Sylvia^ whofe 

Eyes were beautified with ' a melancholy Calm, 

which almoft iet the generous Lover at Eafe, and 

took away his new Fears; hawcver he could not 

chufe but afk BriUiardk wh^it the Matter was with 

him, he looked fo out of Countenance, and trembled 

fo ? He told him how Syhia had been, and what 

extream Frights flie had pofieiled him with, and 

told him the Occafion, which the lovely Sylvia 

with her Eyes and Sighs affented to, and Brnliard 

departed ; how well pleafed you may imagine, or 

with 


1 86 ^ Love-Letters. Part II. 

with what Gufto he left her to be with the lovely 
O^avso^ whom he perceived too well was a Lover 
in the Difguife of a iFriend. But there are in Love 
thofe wonderful Lovers who can quench the Fire 
one Beauty kindles with fome other Objofl, and 
as much in Love as BriUiard was, be found An- 
Unet an antidote that difpelled the grofier Part 
of it; for (he was in Love with our amorous 
Friend, and courted him with that Paffion thofe 
of that Country do almoft all handfome Stran^ 
^ers ; and one convenient Principle of the Reli- 
gion of that Country is, to think it np Sin to 
be kind while they are fingle Women, tho' other- 
wife (when Wives) they arc juft enough, nor 
does a Woman that manages her Affairs thus dif- 
.erectly meet with any Reproach; of this Humoitr 
was our Antonet^ who, purfued her Ix)ver out, 
half jealous there lAight be fome amorous Intrigue 
between her Lady and him, which ihe fought in 
vajn by all the feeble Arts of her Country's Sex 
jto get from htm ; while on the x>ther Side, he be-* 
lieving ihe might be of ufe In the iartl»r Difco- 
very he deiired to make between O^avio^ and 
Sylvta^ not only told her (he herfelf was the 
Obje<^ of his Wifhes, but gave her fubftantial 
Proofs on it, and told her his De%n, after having 
her Honour for Security that &e woidd be fecret, 
ihe beft Pledge a Man can take of a Woman : 
After ihe had promifcd to betray all Things to him, 
Oxc departed to her ASkdr^ and he to giving his 
Lord an Account of Mvia^ as he dcSred, in a 
Letter which capie to idm with that of Syhnai 
and whkh was thii»; 
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T Doubt not but you will wonder that all this 
-■' Time you have not heard of que, nor indeed can 
well excufe it, fince I have b^n in a Place 
whence with Eafe I could have fcnt every Poft 5 
but a new AiFak of Gallantry has engaged my 
thoughtful Hours, not that I find any PaSion here 
that has abated one Sigh for Syhia ; but a Man's 
Hou^s are very dull, when undiverted by an In- 
trigue of.fome Kind or other, efpecially to a Heart 
young and gay as mine is, and which would nots 
if poffible, bend under the Fatigues of more fc- 
rious Thought and Bufinefs ; I fliould not tell you 
this, but that I would have you feign all the di- 
latory Excufes that poffibly you can to hinder 
iSyhtc^s coming to me, while I remain in this 
Town, where I defign to make mjr Abode^ but a 
4hort Time, and had not ftaid at all, but for tm§ 
Stop to my Journey, and I fcorn to be vaiH 
quifhed without taking my Revenge ; it is a Sally 
x>f Youth, no mor6-»a Flaih, that blazes for a 
while, and will go out without Enjoyment* I need 
not bid you Jceep this Knowledge to yourfelf, for 
I have had too good a Confirmation of your Faith 
and Friendfhip to doubt you now, and believe you 
have too much Refpe£i: for Sylvia to occafion her 
any Difquiet. I long to know how fhe takes my 
Abfence, fend me at large of all that pafies, and 
^ive .your Letters to OSfavio^ for none clfe fhall 
know where I am, or how to fend to me : Be 
careful of Sylvia^ and obferve her with Diligence, 
for poffibly I ihould not be extravagantly affli6bed 
to find (he was inclined to love me lefs for her 
own Eafe and mine, fince Love is troublefome 
^hen the Heig;ht of it carries it to Jealoufies, lit- 


1 8 8 LGve-Letfers. ' Part 11. 

tie Quarrels, and eternal Difcontents ; all which 
beginning Lovers prize, and pride themfelves on 
every Diftruft of the fond Miftrefs, fince it is not 
only a Demonftration of Love in them, but of 
Power and Charms in us that occafion it. But 
when we no longer find the Miftrefs fo defirable, 
as our firft Wiflies form her, we value lefs their 
Opinion of our Perfons, and only endeavour to 
fender it agreeable to new Beauties, and adorn it 
for new Conquefts ; but you, Brilliard^ Jiave been 
a Lpver, and underftand already this Philofophy; 
I need fay no more^ then to a Man who knows 
fo well my Soul, but to tell him I am his conftant 
Friend, 

PHIL4NDEk. 

4 

This came as BnlliartFs Soul could wife, and 
had he fent him Word he had been chofen Kin^ 
of Poland^ he could not have received the News 
with fo great Joy, and fo perfe^ a Welcome. 
> How to manage this to his beft Advantage was 
-the fiufinefs he was next to confult, after return- 
ing an Anfwer; now. he fancied himfelf fure of 
the lovely Prize, in Spite of all other Oppqfitions : 
For (fays he, in reafoning the Cafe) ifjbe can by 
Degrees arrive to a Coldnefs to Philander, and 
con/ider him no longer as a Lover ^ Jhe may perhaps 
emftder me as a Hufbandi or Jhould Jhe receive 
Odavio'j Addrejfes^ when once I have found her 
feeble^ I \vill make her pay me for keeping of every 
.Secret. So either Way he entertained i, Hope, tho' 
never fo diftant from Reafon and Probability j but 
all Things feem poffible to longing Lovers, who 
can on the leaft Hope refolve to outwait even £• 
ternity (if poffible) in Expeftation of 'a promifed 
Blfeffing j and now with more than ufual Care 
he refolved to drefs, and fet out all his Youth and 
Beauty to the beft Advantage i and being a Gentle? 

man 
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man well born, he wanted no Arts pf Dreffing,^ 
nor any Advantage of Shape or Mien, to make 
it appear well : rleafed with this Hope, his Art 
was now how to make his Advances without ap- 
pearing to have defigned doing fa And firft to 
ail the Hypocrite with his Lord was his Buiinefs ; 
for he confidered rightly, if he fhould not reprefent 
Sylvia's Sorrows to the Life, and appear to make 
him fenfible of them, he ihould not be after cre- 
dited if he related any Thing to her Difad vantage ; 
for to be the greater Enemy, you ought to feem ' 
ta be the greateft Friend, This was the Policy 
of his Heart, who in all Things was infpircd with 
phanatical Notions. In order to this, being alone . 
in his Chamber, after the Defeat he had in that * 
of Sylvia'sy he writ this Letter,' 


Y 


Brilliarp to Philander; 

My Lordj 

O U have done me the Honour to make me , 
your Confident in an Affair - that does not a 
little furprize me j fmce I believed, after Sylvia^ 
no mortal Beauty could have touched your Heart, 
and nothing but your own Excufes could have 
fufficed to have made it reafonable ; and I only 
wifh, that when the fatal News fliall Arrive to 
Sylvia's Ear (as for me it never fhaJJ) that flie 
may think it as pardonable as I do; but I doubt 
it will add Abundance of Grief to what (he is al- 
ready poffeffed of, if but fuch a Fear fliould enter 
in her tender Thoughts. But fmce it is not my 
Bufinefs, my Lord, to advife or counfel, but to ; 
obey, I leave you to all the Succefs of happy 
Love, and will only give you an Account how 
Affairs ftand here, fince your Departure. 

That Morning you left the Brilly and Sylvia 
in Bed, I muft diihirb your more.ferene Thoughts 

with 
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with telling you, that her firft Surprize and Griefs 
at the News of your Departure were moft deplor- 
able, where raging Madnefs and the fofter Paf- 
fion of Love, Complaints of Grief, and Anger, 
Sighs, Tears and Cries were fo mixed together, 
and by Turns fo violently feized her, that all about' 
her wept and pitied her : It was fad, it was wonder- 
cfus fad, my Lord, to fee it: Nor could we hope 
her Life, or that (he would preierve it if fhe could ; 
for by many Ways fhe attempted to have releafed 
herfelf from Pain by a violent Death, and thofe 
that flrove to preferve that, could not hope fhe 
would ever have returned to Senfe again : Some- 
times a wild extravagant Raving would require 
all our Aid, and then again fhe would talk and 
rail fo tenderly — and exprefs her Refentment in 
the kindeft, foftefl Words that ever Madneis ut* 
tered, and all of her Pbslandery till fhe has fet us 
all a weeping round her; fometimes fhe'd fit as 
calm and ftill as Death, and we have perceived 
file lived only by Sighs and filent Tears that fell 
into her Bofom; then on a fudden wildly gaze 
upon us with Eyes that even then had wondrous 
Qiarms, and frantickly furvey us all, dien cry 
aloud, f/^re is wf Z«r// Philander ?-—0A, bring 
mi my Philander, Brilliard : OA, Antonct, where 
haui y$u hid the Treafure of my Soulf Then, wecp- 
- ing Floods of Tears, would fink all fainting in 
our ^rms. Anon with trembling Words and 

Sighs fhe'd cry But oh, my dear Philander is 

no more, you hteve furrehdered him to France 

Yes J yes, you have given him up^ and he muft die, 
' puUicify die, be led a fad Vi£fim through tlie-jeyful 
Croud — reproached, and faH tnglorioufif'^- — Then' 
rave again, and tt^t her lovely Hair, and zSt fuch 
Wildnefs,— fo moving and f6iad, as even infcAed 
the pitying Beholders, and all we could do, was 
gently to perftiade her Grief, and footh her raving 

Fits i 
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Fits 5 but fo we fwore^ fo heartily we vowed that 
you were fafe, that with the Aid of O£favto^ 
who came that Day to vifit her, we made her 
capable of hearing a little Reafbn from us. OSiaviQ 
kneeled, and begged flie would but calmly hear 
him i^ak, be pawned his Soul, his Honour, and 
his Life, Philander was as fafe from any Injury^ 
cither from Fratuij or any other Enemy, as he, 
as ihe, or Heaven itfelf. In fine, my Lord, he 
vowed, he fwore, and pleaded, till flie with 
Patience heard him tell his Story, and the Neceffi-* 
ty of your Abfence; this brought her. Temper 
back, and dried her Eyes, then ughing, aniwered 

him that if for your Saftty you wen JUdy Jhe 

would forgive your Cruelty and your Ahfence^ . and 
endeauour to he herfelf again: But then (he would 
a thoufand Times conjure him not to deceive her 
Fiaith, by all the Friendfhip that he bore Philan'- 
der^ not to poffefs her with falfe Hopes ; then 
would he fwcar anewf and as he fwore, fhe would 
behold him with fuch charming Sadnefi in her 
Eyes that'Jie almoft forgot what he would fay, 
to gaze upon her, and to pafs his Pity. But, if 
'with all his Power of Beauty and of JRJietorick 
he left her calm, he was no fooner gone, but 
Ihe returned to all the Tempefts of defpairing 
Love, to all the Unbelief of faidilels Paffion,would - 
neither fleep, nor eat, nor fuffer Day to enter; 
but all was fad and gloomy as the Vault that hcli^ 
the ' Epheftan Matron, nor fuiFered ihe any to ap» 
proach her but her Page, and Omnt OSlavicj and • 
he in the Midft of all was well received : Not thai . 
I think, my Lord, ihe feigned any Part of that « 
clofe Retirement to entertain him with any Free- 
dom, that did not become a Woman pf perfeA 
Love and Honour; tho' I muft own, my Lord, 
Il>elieve it impoflible for him to behold the love- 
ly Sylmay without haying a PalSon for her* 
I ^ What 
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What Reftraint his Friendfliip to you may put 
upon his Heart or Tongue I know not, but I 
conclude him a Lover, though without Succefs ; 
what EfFe6ls that may have upon the Heart of 
Sylvia^ only Time can render an Account of: 
And whofe ConduA I fhall the more particularly 
obfen'e from a Curiofity natural to me, to fee if 
it may be poflible for Sylvia to love again, after 
the adorable Philander^ which Levity in one fo 
perfeft would cure me of the Difeafe of Love, 
while I lived amongft the fickle Sex : Rut fince 
no fuch Thought can yet get Poffeffion of my 
Belief, I humbly beg your Lordfhip will entertain 
no Jeafoufy, that may be fo fatal to your Re^ 
pofe, and to that of Syhia ; doubt not but my 
Fears proceed perfectly from the Zeal I have for 
your Lordfhip, for whofe Honour and Tranquil- 
lity none fhall venture fo far as, my Lord, your 
Lordfhip's moft humble and obedient Servant, 

BRILLURD. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

My Lordy the Groom Jhallfet forward with your 
Coach Horfss to Morrow Mornings according to your 
Qrd^r, 

Having writ this, he read it over; not to fee 
whether it were witty or eloquent, or writ up to 
the Senfe of fo good a Judge as Philander^ but 
to fee whether he had caft it for his Purpofe j for 
there his Mafter-Piece was to be fhewn; and 
having read it, he doubted whether the Relation 
of Sy/v/Vs Griefs were not tdo moving, and 
whether they might not ferve to revive his fading 
Love, which were intended only ,^s a Demon- 
ftration of his pwn Pity and Compaffion, that 
r . from 
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from thence the deceived Lover might with the 
more Eafe entertain a Belief in v^^hat he hinted of 
her Levity, when he was to make that out, as he 
now had but touched upon it, for he would not 
have it thought the Bufinefs of Malice to Sylvia^ 
but Duty and RefpecSl to Philander: That Thought 
reconciled him to the firft Part without Alteration ; 
and he fancied he had faid enough in the latter, 
to give any Man of Love and Senfe a Jealoufy 
which might infpire a young Lover in Purfuit of 
a new Miftrefs, with a Revenge that might wholly 
turn to his Advantage ; for now every Ray gave 
him Light enough to conduft him to Hope, and 
he believed nothing too difficult for his Love, 
nor what his Invention could not conquer : He 
fancied himfelf a very Machiavel already, and al- 
moft promifed himfelf the charming Sylvia. With 
thefe Thoughts he feals up his Letters, and haftes 
to Sylvia's Chamber for her farther Commands, 
having in his Politick Tranfports forgotten he had 
left O^avio with her. OSiavio^ who no fooner 
had feen Brilliard quit the Chamber all trembling 
and difordered, after having given him Entrance, 
but the next Step was to the Feet of the new re- 
covered^ languifhing Beauty, who not knowing 
any Thing of the Freedom the daring Hufband 
Lover had taken, was not at all furprlzed to hear 
OSfavis cry (kneeling before her) Ah Madam^ I 
no longer wonder you ufe Odlavio with fuch Rigour \ 
then fighing declined his melancholy Eyes, where 
Love and Jealoufy made themfelves too appa- 
rent ; while fhe believing he had only reproached 
her Want of Ceremony at his Entrance, checking 
herfelf, {he ftarted from the Bed, ynd taking him 
by the Hand to raife him, flie cried, Blje^ my 
Lord^ and pardon the Omilfton of that Kefpe^f 
which was not wanting hut with even Life itfelf 
O^avio anfwered, Tes^ Madam^ hut you took care^ 

I mt 
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not td make the World abfolutely unhappy in your 
Eternal Lojs^ and therefore made Choice of fuch a 
Time to die in^ when you were fure of a fkilful 

Perfon at Hand to bring you back to Life Afy 

Lord faid (he (with an innocent Wonder in 

her Eyes, and an Ignorance that did not appre- 
hend him) Imean^ BrilHard, faid he, whom I found 
fufficiently difordered to make me believe he took no 
little Pains to re/lore you to the World again. This 
he fpoke with fuch an Air, as eafily made her 
imagine he was a Lover to the Degree of Jealou- 
fy, and therefore (beholding him with a Look that 
told him her Difdain before fhe fpoke) flie replied 
haftily, My Lord^ if BrilHard have expreffed^ by 
any Diforder or Concern^ his kind Senfe of my Stff- 
feringSy, I am more obliged to him for ity than I am 
to you for your Opinion of n^ Virtue ; and I Jhall 
hereafter know how to fet a Value both on the one 
and the other^ Jince what he wants in Quality and 
Jhility toferve me^ he fufficiently makes good with 
his RefpeSi and Duty. At that flie would have 
quitted him, but he (ftill kneeling) held her Train 
of her Gown, and befought her, with all the Elo- 
quence of moving and petitioning Love, That fie 
would pardon the EffeSi of a Paffwn that could not 
run into lefs Extravagancy at a Sight fo new and 
Jlrange^ as that Jhe Jhould in a Mornings with only 
her Night-Gown thrown loofily about her Uvefy 
Bodyy and which left a thoufand Charms to View.^ 
alone receive a Man into her Chamber^ and make faft 
the Door upon them, which when (from his Impor^ 
tunity) it was opened he found her all ruffled^ and 
almoji fainting on her Bed^ and a young hlufhing 
Touth Jiart from her Arms^' with trembling Limbsy 
and a Heart that beat Time to the Tune of a£iive 
Love^ faultring in his Speech'.^ as if fcarce yet he 
had recruited the Senfe he had fo happily lofi in the 
amorous Encounter : With that, furveying of her- 

felf. 
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felf, as fhe ftood, in a great Glafs, which (he 
could not hinder herfelf from doing, fhe found in- 
deed her Night-Linen, her Gown^ and the Bofom 
of her Shift in fuch Diforder, as, if at leaft fhe 
had yet any Doubt remaining that Brilliard had 
not treated her well, flie however found Caufe 
enough to excufe Ocfavio's Opinion : Weighing 
all the Circumilances together, and adjufting her 
Linen and Gown with Blufhes that almoft ap« 
peared Criminal, (he turned to Odlavioy who ftill 
held her, and ftill begged her Pardon, aflliring him, 
upon her Honour, her Love to Philander^ and 
her Friendfhip for him, that flie was perfe£Uy in- 
nocent, and that Brilliard^ though he fhould have 
Quality and all other Advantages which he wanted 
to render him acceptable, yet there was in Nature 
fomething which compelled her to a Sort of Cold- 
nefs and Difguft to his Perfon ; for fhe had fo 
much the more Abhorrence to him ^ as he was a 
Huiband, but that was a Secret to 0£favh \ but 

fhe continued fpeaking and cried, Noj could I 

be brought to yield to any but Philander, / own I 
find Charms enough in Oftavio to make a Conqueji ; 
but fence the Pajfeffion of that dear Man is ail 1 
ajk of Heaven^ T charge my Soul with a Crimea 
when I but bear Love from any other ^ therefore I 
conjure you^ if you have any Satisfaction in my 
Converfationy never to fpeak of Love more to me^ 
for if you do^ Honour will oblige me to make Vows 
againft feeing you: All the Freedoms of Friendfhip 
I will allow ^ give you the Liberties of a Brother^ ad- 
mit you alone by Nighty or any Way but that of 
Love*y but that is a Referve of my Soul which is 
only for Philander, and the only one that roerjhall 
be kept from OcSavio. She ended fpeaking, and 
raifed him with a Smile ; and he with a Sigh told 
her, Jhe mufi command: Then fhe fell to tcl ing 
hipi how fhe had fent for Brilliard^ and all the 

I 2 Dif- 
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_ I . 

Difcourfe that paffed; with the Reafon of her 
falling into a Swoon, in which flie continued a 
Moment or two» and while (he told it (he blu(hed 
with a fecret Fear, that in that Trance fome 
Freedoms might be taken which (he durft not 
confefs : But while (he fpoke, our ftill more pa(^ 
fionate Lover devoured her with his Eyes, (ixed 
his very Soul upon her Charms of fpeaking and 
looking, and was a thoufand Times (urged by 
tranfporting Paffion) ready to break all her Dic- 
tates, and vow himfelf her eternal Slave; but he 
feared the Refult, and therefore kept himfelf with- 
in the Bounds of feeming Friend(hip ; fo that af- 
ter a thoufand Things me faid of Philander^ he 
took his Leave to go to Dinner ; but as he was 
going out he faw Brilliard enter, who, as I faid, 
had forgot he left OSfavio with her ; but in a Mo- 
ment recollefting himfelf, he blu(hed at the Appre- 
henfion, that they might make his Diforder the 
Subjeft of their Difcourfe j fo what with that, and 
the Sight of the dear Objeft of his late difappointed 
Pleafures, he had much ado to affume an Aflu- 
rance to approach ; but OSfavio paffed out, and 
gave him a little Releafe. Sylvia*s Confufion was 
almoft equal to his, for (he looked on him as a 
Ravifher j but how to find that Truth, which (he 
was very curious to know, (he called up all the 
Arts of Women to inftruft her in ; by Threats 
(he knew it was in vain, therefore (he^afliimed an 
Artifice, which indeed was almoft a Stranger to 
her Heart, that of jilting him out of a Secret 
which (he knew he wanted Generofity to give 
handfomely; and meeting him with a Smile, 
which (he forced, (he cried, Hinv noiVj Brilliard, 
are yoii fo faint-hearted a Soldier^ you cannot fee 
a Lady die without being terrified? Rather^ Ma- 
dam^ (replied he blufhing anew) fo foft-hearted^ I 
cannot fee the hveliejl Perfon in the World faint- 
ing 
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ing in my Arms^ without being dtfordered with Grief 
and Fear y beyond the Povjer of many Days to refettle 
again* At which (he approached him, who ftobd 
near the Door, and ihutting it, fhe took him by 
the Hand, and fmiling, cried. And had you no 
other Bujinefs for your Heart but Grief and Fear^ 
when a fair Lady throws herfelf into your Arms ? 
It ought to have had fome kinder Effect on a Per- 
fon of Brill iard'j Touth and Complexion. And while 
fhe (poke this fhe held him by the Wrifl, and found 
on the fudden his Pulfe to beat more high, and 
his Heart to heave his Bofom with Sighs, which 
now he no longer took care to hide, but with 
a tranfported Joy, he cried, O Madam^ do not 
urge me to a ConfeJJion that miift undo me^ with- 
out making it criminal by my Difcovery of it ; you 

inow I am your Slave when fhe with a pretty 

wondering Smile, cried What^ a Lover too^ and 

yet fo dull! Oh charming Sylviz^ (fays he, and fal- 
ling on his Knees) give my profound Rsjpe^ a kind- 

er Name : To which fhe anfwered, You that 

know your Sentiments may beji injiru£i me by what 
Name to ' call them^ arid you Brilliard may do it 

without Fear You faw I did notjiruggle in your 

Armsy nor Jlrove 1 to defend the Kijfes which 
you gave — O Heavens^ cried he, tranfported with 
what fhe faid^ is it pojjible that you cot^ld know of 
my Prefumption^ and favour it too ? I will no longer 
then curfe thofe unlucky Stars that fent Oftavio 
juft in the Bleffed Minute to fnatch me from my 
Heaven^ the lovely Vi£iim lay ready for the Sacri^ 
ficey all prepared to offer \ my Hands ^ my Eyes ^ my 
Lips were tired with Pleafure^ but yet they were 
not fatisfied'y oh there was Joy beyond thofe Ra- 
yiJhmentSy of which one kind Minute more had 
made me abfolute Lord: Yes^ and the nexty faid 

Ihe, had fent this to your Heart fnatching a 

Penknife that lay on her Toylet, where fhe had 

I 3 been 
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been writing, which (he ofFered fo near to his Bo- 
fom, that he believed himfelf already pierced, fo 
fenfibly killing her Words, her Motion, and her 
Look ; he ftarted from her, and fhe threw away 
the Knife, and walked a Turn or two about the 
Chamber, while he flood immoveable, with his 
Eyes fixed on the Eartlr, and hi^ Thoughts on 
nothing but a wild Confufion, which he vowed 
afterwards he could give no Account of. But as 
Ihe turned fhe beheld him with fome Compaffion^ 
and remembring how he had it in his Power to 
expofe her in a flrange Country, and own h^r 
for a Wife, (he believed it neceflary to hide her 
Refentments ; and cried, Brilliard, for the Friend'- ^ 
Jhip your Lord has for you I forgive you ; but 
have a Care you never raife your Thoughts to a 
Prefumption of that Nature more: Do not hope I 
will ever fall helow Philander*/ Love ; go and re^ 

pent your Crime and expeSf all Things elfe from 

my Favour At this he left her with a Bow that 

had fome Malice in it, and fhe returned into her 
Dreffing-Room.-— After Dinner OSfavio writes her 
this Letter, which his Page brought. 

OcTAvio to Sylvia. 

Madamy 

^'Tp I S true, that in Obedience to your Commands^ 
I begged your Pardon for the* ConfeiSon I 
made you of my Paffion : But fince you could 
not but fee the Contradidlion of my Tongue in 
my.Eyes, and hear it but too well confirmed by 
my Sighs, Why will you confine me to the For- 
malities of a filent Ij^anguiihment, unlefs to en- 
cre^fe my Flame with my Pain ? 

You conjure me to fee you often, and at the 
fame Time forbid me fpcaking my Paffion, and 

this 
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this bold Intruder comes to tell you now, it is 
impoflible to obey the firft, with^ut difobliging 
the laft ; and fmce the Crime of adoring you ex- 
ceeds my Difobedience in not waiting on you, 
be pleafed at leafl to pardon that Fault, which my 
profound Refpedl to the lovely Sylvia makes me 
commit > for it is impoffible to fee you, and not 
give you an Occafion of reproaching me : If I 
could make a Truce With my Eyes, and, like a 
mortified Capuchin, look always downwards, not 
daring to behold the glorious Temptations of your 
Beauty, yet you wound a thoufand Ways bendes ; 
your Touches inflame me, and your Voice has Mu- 
iick in it, that ftrikes upon my Soul with ravifh- 
ing Tenderncfs ; your Wit is unrefiftiblc and 
piercing ; your very Sorrows and Complaints hav<* 
Charms that make me foft without the Aid of 
Love: But Pity joined with Paffion raifes a Flame 
too mighty for my Conduft ! And * I in Tran- 
iports every Way confeis it : Yes, yes, upbraid me, 
call me Traitor and Ungrateful, tell me my 
Friendfhip is falfe ; but, Sylvia^ yet be juft, and 
fay my Love was true, fay only he had feen the 
charming /S^y/z;/^; and who is he, that after that 
would not excufe the reft in one fo abfolutely 
born to be undone by Love, as is her deftined 
Slave, 

OCTAVIO. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Madam^ among fome. Rarities I this Morning 
faw^ I found thefi Trifles Florio brings you^ which 
becaufe uncommon I prefume to fend you. 

Sylvia^ notwithftanding the feeming Severity of 
her Commands, was well enough pleafed to be 
difob^ed j and Women never pardon any Fault 

I 4 more 
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more willingly than one of this Nature, where 
the Crime gives fo infallible a Demonftration of 
their Power and Beauty; nor can any of their Sex 
be angry in their Hearts for being thought defira- 
ble ; and it was not with Pain that flie faw him 
oblHnate in his Paffion, as you may believe by 
her anfwering his Letters, nor ought any Lover 
to defpair when he receives Denial under his Mi- 
ftrefs's own Hand, which flie fent in this to 
OSfavio, 

Sylvia to Octavio. 

Vr O U but ill judge of my Wit, or Humour, 
* O^avio^ when you fend me fuch a Prefent, 
and fuch a Billet, if you believe I either receive 
the one, or the other, as you defigned : In Obe- 
dience to me you will no more tell me of your 
Love, and yet at the fame Time you are breaking 
your Word from one End of the Paper to the 
other. Out of Refpe<S): to me you will fee me 
no more, and yet are bribing me with Prefents, 
believing you have found out the fureft Way to a 
Woman's Heart. I muft needs confefs, Odfavioy 
there is great Eloquence in a Pair of Bracelets of 
five thoufand Crowns : It is an Argument to prove 
your Paflion, that has more prevailing Reafon in it, 
than either Seneca or TuIIy could have urged ; nor 
can a Lover write ,or fpeak in any Language fo 
fignificant, arid very well to be underftood, as in 
that filent one of Prefenting. The malicious World 
has a long Time agreed to reproach poor Women 
with cruel, unkind, infenfible, and dull ; when 
indeed it is thofe Men that are in Fault who want 
the right Way of addreffing, the true and fecret 
Arts of moving, that fovereign Remedy againft 
Difdain. It is you alone, my Lord, like a young 
Columbusy that hav^ found the dire6^, unpradtifed 

Way 
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Way to that little and fo much defired World, 
the Favour of the Fair j nor could Love himfelf 
have pointed his Arrows with any Thing more 
fuccefsful for his Conqueft of Hearts : But mine, 
my Lord, like Scava's Shield, is already fo full 
ot Arrows, fhot from Philander^ Eyes, it has no 
Room for any other Darts : Take back your Pre- 
fents then, my Lord, and when you make them 
next be fure you firft confider the Receiver : For 
know, OSfavio^ Maids of my. Quality ought to 
find themfelves fecure from Addreffes of this Na- 
'ture, unlefs they firft invite. You ought to have 
feen Advances in my Freedoms, Confenting in 
my Eyes, or (that ufual Vanity of my Sex) a 
thoufand little trifling Arts of Affeftation to fur- 
nifh out a Conqueft, a forward Complaifance to 
every gaudy Coxcomb, to fill my Train with 
amourous cringing Captives, this might have jufti- 
fied your Pretenfions ; but on the contrary, my 
Eyes and Thoughts, which never ftrayed from the 
dear Man I love, were always bent to Earth when 
gazed upon by you ; and when I did but fear you 
looked with Love, I entertained you with Philan- 
dir*s Praife, his wondrous Beauty, and his wond- 
rous Love, and left nothing untold that might 
confirm you how much impoffible it was, I ever 
(houldlove again, that I might leave you no Room 
for Hope ; and fince my Story has been fo unfor- 
tunate to alarm the whole world with a Conduft 
fo fatal, I made no Scruple of telling you with 
what Joy and Pride I was undone ; if this encourage 
you, if OSfavio have JSentiments fo meanly poor 
of me, to think becaufe I yielded to Philander j 
his Hopes (hould be advanced, I banifli him for 
ever from my Sight, and after that difdain the lit- 
tle Service he can render the never to be altered 

SYLVIA. 

1 5 This 
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This Letter fhe fent him back by his Page, but 
not the Bracelets, which were indeed very fine, 
and very confiderable : At the fame Time (he threat- 
ened him with Banifhment, (he fo abfolutely ex- 
pected to be difobeyed in all Things of that Kind, 
chat fhe dreffed herfelf that Day to Advantage, 
which fmce her Arrival fhe had never done in her 
own Habits : What with her lUnefs, and Phi- 
lander^i Abfence, a carelefs Negligence had feized 
her, till rouzed and weakened to the Thoughts of 
Beauty by OSfavio's Love, fhe began to try its 
Force, and that Day dreffed. While fhe was (o 
employed, the Page hafles with the Letter to his 
Lord, who changed Colour at the Sight of it ere 
he received it; not that he hoped it brought Love, 
Jt was enough (he would but anfwer, though (he 
Tailed : Let her (faid he opening it) vow Jhe hates 
pie: Let her call me Traytor^ and Unjtiftj fo Jhe 
take the Pains 'to tell it this fVay \ for he knew well 
thofe that argue will yield, and only fhe that fends 
, him back his own Letters without reading them 
can give Defpair. He read therefore without a 
Sigh, nor complained he on her Rigours ; and be- 
caufe it was too early yet to make his Vifit, to 
{hew the Impatience of his Love, as much as the 
Reality and Refolution of it, he bid his Page wait> 
and fent her back this Anfwer. 

OcTAVio to Sylvia. 

lyAIR angry Sylvia^ how has my Love ofFend-^ 
-■' ed ? Has its Excefs betrayed the leafl Part of 
that Refpeft due to your Birth and Beauty ? Tho* 
I am young as the gay ruddy Morning, and vi- 
gorous as the gilded Sun at Noon, and amorous 
as that God, when with fuch Hafle he chafed 
young Daphne over the flowery Plain, it nvi^x made 

me 
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me guilty of a Thought that Syhia might not pity 
and allow. Nor came that trifling Prefent to plead 
for any Wifh, or mend my Eloquence, which 
ou with fuch Difdain upbraid me with ; the Brace- 
ets came not to be raffled for your Love, nor 
Pimp to my Defires ; Youth fcorns thofe common 
Aids; no, let dull Age purfue thofe Ways of • 
Merchandife, who only buy up Hearts at that vain 
Price, and never make a Barter, but a Purchafe. 
Youth has a better Way of Trading in Love's Mar- 
kets, and you have taught me too well to judge 
of, and to value Beauty, to dare to bid ib cheaply 
for it : I found the Toy was gayi the Work was 
neat> and Fancy new ; and know not any Thing 
they would fo well adorn as Sylvia^s lovely Hands : 
I fay, if after this I fliould have been the mercenary 
Fool to have dunned you for Return, you might 

have ufed me thus Condemn me ere you find 

.me fin in Thought ! That Part of it was yet fo far 
behind it was fcarce arrived in Wifh. You fhould 
have flaid till it approached more near, before you 
damned it to eternal Silence. To love, to figh, 
to weep, to pray, and to complain ; why one may 
be allowed it in Devotion j but you, nicer than 
Heaven itfelf, make that a Crime, which all the 
Powers divine have never decreed one. I will not 
plead, nor afk you Leave to love ; Love is my 
Right, my Bufinefs, and my Province ; the Em- 
pire of the Young, the Vigorous, and the Bold j 
and I will claim my Share ; the Air, the Groves, 
the Shades are mine to figh in, as well as your 
Philander's ; the Echoes anfwer me as willingly, 
when I complain, or Name the cruel Sylvia i 
Fountains receive my Tears, and the kind Spring's 
Reflexion agreeably flatters me to hope, and makes 
me vain enough to think it juft and reafonable I 

fliould purfue the Dilates of my Soul Love 

.on in Spite of Oppofition, becaufe I will not lofe 

16 my 
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my Privileges 5 you may forbid mc naming it to 
you, in that I can obey, becaufe I can ; but not 
to love ! Not to adore the Fair ! And not to Ian- 
guifli for you, were as impoffible as for you not 
to be lovely, not to be the moft charming of your 
Sex. But I am fo far from a pretending Fool, 
becaufe you have been poflefled, that often that 
Thought comes crofs my Soul, and checks my 
advancing Love ; and I would buy that Thought 
off with almoft all my Share of future Blifs ! 
Were I a God, the firft great Miracle fhould be 
to form you a Maid again: For oh, whatever 
Reafons flattering Love can bring to make it look 
likejuft, the World! The World, kir Sylvia, Ml 
will cenfure, and fay — you were to blame 5 but 
it was that Fault alone that made you mortal, wc 
elfe fhould Tiave adored you as a Deity, and fo 
iiave loft a generous Race of young Succeeding 
Heroes that may be born of you ! Yet had Phi- 
lander loved but half fo well as I, he would have 
kept your glorious Fame entire i but fince alone 
for Sylvia I love Sylvia, let her be falfe to Ho-, 
nour, falfe to Love, wanton and proud, ill-natured, 
vain, fantaftick, or what is worfe — let her purfue 
her Love, be conftant, and ftill doat upon Phi- 
iander—Y ct&i\l fhe will be the Sylvia I adore, that 
Sylvia born eternally to inflave 

OCTJFIO. 


This he fent by Florio his Page, at the fame Time 
that fhe expefted the Vifit of his Lord, and blufhed 
with a little Anger and Concern at the Difappoint- 
ment ; however fhe hafted to read the Letter, and 
was pleafed with the haughty Refolution he made 
in Spite of her, to love on as his Right by Birth ; 
and fhe was glad to find from thefe pofitive Re- 
folves that fhe might the more fafely difdain, or 
«t leafl alTume a Tyranny which might render her 

I Virn 
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Virtue glorious, and yet at the fame Time keep 
him her Slave on all Occafions when (he might 
have need of his Service, which, in the Circum- 
ftances fhe was in, flie did not know of what great 
Ufe it might be to her, (he having no other Defign 
on him, bating the little Vanity of her Sex, which 
is an Ingredient fo intermixed with the greateft 
Virtues of Womenkind,* that thofe who endeavour 
to cure them of that Difeafe rob them of a very con- 
fiderable Pleafure, and in moft it is incurable : Give 
Sylvia then Leave to (hare it with her Sex, fmce 
(he was fo much the more excufable, by .how 
much a greater Portion of Beauty (he had than 
any other, and had Senfe enough to know it too ; 
as indeed whatever other Knowledge they want, 
they have ftill enough to fet a Price on Beauty, 
though they do not always rate it j for had Sylvia 
done that, (he had been the Happieft of her Sex : 
But as (he was (he waited the Coming of OSfavioy 
but not fo as to make her quit one fad Thought 
for Philandir^s Love and Vanity, though they both 
reigned in her Soul; yet the firft furmounted the 
laft, and (he grew to impatient Ravings whenever 
(he caft a Xl^^^gl^^ upon her Fear that Philander 
grew cold ; and poffibly Pride and Vanity had as 
great a Share in that Concern of her's as Love it- 
felf, for (he would oft furvey herfelf in her Glafs, 
and cry, Gods! Can this Beauty be defpifed? This 
Shape! This Face! This Youth! This Air! And what's 
more obliging yet^ a Heart that adores the Fugitive^ 
that languijhes and Sighs after the dear Runaway. 
Is it pojjible he can find a Beauty^ added (he, of 

greater Perfection But oh^ it is Fancy fets the 

Rate on Beauty^ and he may as well love a Ithird 
Time as he has a fecond. For in Love^ thofe that 
once break the Rules and Laws of that Deity ^ fet 
no Bounds to their Treafons and Dijobedience, lesy 
jf^j— --.^guld ihc cry, H^ that could kavf Myr- 

tilla^ 
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tylla, thefrnty the ycung^ the noble, Aajit and fond 
Myrtilla, what afier that may he not do to Sylvia, 
an whom he has lejs TteSy leji Obligations? O 
wretched Maid — what has thy Fondnefs done, be is 
Jatiatid now with thee, as bsfire with Myrtilla, and 
carries all thofe dear, thafe charming Joys, to feme 
new Beauty y whom his Looks have conquered, and 
whom his foft bewitching Vows will ruin. With 
that fhe raved and ftamped, and cried aloud. Hell 

Fires Tortures Daggers — ^-Racks and 

Poifon come all to my Relief I Revenge me on 

the perjured lovely Devil But I will be brave 

/ will be brave emd hate him This (he fpoke 

in a Tone lefs fierce, and with great Pride, and 
had not paufed and walked above a hafty Turn or 
two, but O£favio, as impatient as Love could 
make him, entered the Chamber, fo drefled, (o 
fet out for Conqueft, that I wonder at nothing 
more than that Sylvia did not find him altogether 
charming, and fit for her Revenge, who was formed 
by Nature for Love, and had all that could render 
him the Dotage of Women : But where a Heart 
is prepoflefled, all that is beautiful in any other 
Man ferves but as an ill Comparifon to what it 
loves, and even Philandefs Likeneis, that was 
hot indeed Philander, wanted the Secret to charm. 
At O^favio's Entrance fhe was fo fixed on her 
Revenge of Love, that flie did not fee him, who 
prefented himfelf as fo proper an Inftrument, till 
he firft fighing fpoke, Jh, Sylvia, Jball I never 
fee that Beauty eafy more? Shall I never fee it re-- 
conciled to Content, and a fofi Calmnefs fixed upon 
thofe Eyes, which were formed for Looks all tender 
and ferene'y or are they refohed (continued he 
fighing) never to appear but in Storms when I ap^ 
proachF-Tes^ replied fhe, when there is a Calm of 
Love in yours that raifes it. fVill you confine my 
Eyes, faid he, that are by Nature foft? May not 

their 
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their JUent Language tell you my Hearfs fad Story f 
But (he replied with a Sigh, // is not generoufy 
donij OiSbivio, thus to purfue a poor unguarded 
Maidy up to your Carey your Promifes of Friendjhip, 
Ahy will you ufe Philander with fuch Treachery f 
Svlvia, faid he, my Flame isfojufl and ^reafonabUy 
that I dare even to him pronounce I love you; and 
after that dare love you on — And would you (faid 
ihe) to fatisjy a little Jhort-lived Paffiony forfeit 
thofe Vows you have made of Friendjhip to Philandfer? 
That Heart that hves youy Sylvia, (he replied) 
cannot be guilty offo bafe a Thought \ Philander is 
my Friendy and as he is foy Jhall know the deareft 
Secrets of my Soul. I Jhould believe myfelf indeed 
ungrateful (continued he) wherever I Joveay Jhould 
I not tell Philander; he told me frankly all his Souly 
his LoveSy his Grief Sy his TreafonSy and Efcapesy 
and in Return I will pay him back with mine. And 
do you imagine (faid fhe) that he would permit 
your Love? How Jhould he hinder me? (replied 
he.) I do believe (faid (he) he^d forget all his 
Safety and his Frien^ipy and fight you : Then Fd 
defend myfelf y (faid he) if he were fo ungrateful. 
While they thu^ argued, Sylvia had her Thoughts 
apart, on the little Stratagems that Women in 
Love fometimes make ufe of ; and OSfavio no 
fooner told her he would fend Philander Word 
of his Love, but flie imagined that fuch a Know- 
ledge might retrieve the Heart of her Lover, if 
indeed it were on the Wing, and revive the dying 
Embers in his Soul, as ufually it does from fuch 
Occafions ; and on the other Side (he thought that 
(he might more allowably receive O^avio's Ad- 
dreiTes, when they were with the Permiffion of 
Philander, if he could love fo well to permit 
it ; and if he could not, (he fhould have the Joy 
to undeceive her Fears of his Inconllancy, though 
•ihe baniflx^d for ever the agreeable O^avio 3 fo that 

on 
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on O^avio^s farther urging the NeceiEty of his 
giving Philander that fare Mark of his Friendfliip 
fhe permitted him to write, which he immediately 
did on her Table, where there flood a little Sil- 
ver Scrutore which contained all Things for his 
Purpofe. 

OcTAVio to Philander. 

My Lordj 

SINCE I have vowed you my eternal Friend- 
fhip, and that I abfolutely believe myfelf ho^ 
noured with that of your's, I think myfelf obliged 
by thofe powerful Ties to let you know my Heart, 
not only now' as that Friend from whom I ought 
to conceal nothing, but as a Rival too, whom in 
Honour I ought to treat as a generous one : Per- 
haps you will be fo unkind as to fay I cannot be 
a Friend and a Rival at the fame Time, and that 
Almighty Love, that fets the World at odds, 
chafes all Things from the Heart where that reigns, 
to eftablifli itfelf the more abfolutely there ; but, 
my Lord, I avow mine a Love of that Good- 
nature, that can endure the equal Sway of Friend- 
fliip, where like two perfeft Friends they fupport 
each other's Empire there ; nor can the Glory of 
one eclipfe that of the other, but both, like the 
Notion we have of the Deity, though two diftin6l 
Paffions, make but one in my Soul ; and though 
Friendfliip firft entered, 'twas in vain, I called it to 
my Aid, at the firft foft Invafion of Sylvia's Power ; 
and you, my charming Friend, are the moft oblig'd 
to pity me, who already know fo well the Force 
of her Beauty, I would fain have you think, I 
ft rove at firft with all my Reafon againft the irre- 
fiftible Luftre of her Eyes : And at the firft AiTauIts 
of Love, I gave him not a Welcome to my Bo- 

fom^ 
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fofti, but like Slaves unufed to Fetters, T'grew 
fullen with my Chains, and wore them for your 
Sake uneafily. I thought it bafe to look upon the 
Miftrefs of my Friend with wifhing Eyes ; but 
fofter Love foon furnifhed me with Arguments to 
juftify my Claim, fince Love is not the Choice 
but the Face of the Soul, who feldom regards the 
Obje£^ lov'd as it is, but as it wifhes to have it be, 
and then kind Fancy makes it foon the fame. 
Love, that almighty Creator of Something from 
Nothing, forms a Wit, a Heroe, or a Beauty, Vir- 
tue, good Humour, Honour, any Excellence, 
when oftentimes there is neither in Ae Objed, but 
where the agreeing World has fixed all thefe j and 
lince it is by all refolved, (whether they Love or not) 
that this is ihe, you ought no more. Philander^ 
to upbraid my Flame, than to wonder at it : It 
is enough I tell you that it is Sylvia to juftify my 
Paffion \ nor is it a Crime that I confefs I love, 
fince it can never rob Philander of the leaft Part 
of what I have vowed him : Or if his mere Honour 
will believe me guilty of a Fault, let this atone 
for all, that if I wrong my Friend in loving Sylvia^ 
I right him in defpairing ; for oh, I am repulfed 
with all the Rigour of the Coy and Fair,with all the 
little Malice of the witty Sex, and all the Love of 

Sylvia to Philander There, there is the Stop to 

all my Hopes and Happinefs, and yet by Heaven 
I love thee, oh thou favoured Rival f 

After this frank Confeffion, my Philander^ I 
ffiould be glad to hear your Sentiment, fince yet, 
in Spitfe of Love, in Spite of Beauty, I am refolved 
to die Philander^ conftant Friend, 

OCTAVIO. 

After he had writ this, he gave it to Sylvia: See 
charming Creature (faid he in delivering it) if of- 
fer this you either doubt my Lovey or what I dare 

for 
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for Sylvia. / neither receive it f faid {he) as a Pooof 

of the one or the other ; hut rather that you believe^ 

ly this frank ConfeJJion^ to render it as a ^Piece of 

Gallantry and Diverjton to Philander j for no Man 

ef Senfe will imagine that love true^ or arrived to 

any Height j that makes a publick ConfeJJion of it to 

bis Rival, Ah^ Sylvia, anfwered he, how mali" 

tons is your ff^t, and how aSlive to turn its pointed 

Mifchief on me ! Had I not writ, you would have 

faid I durjl not; and when I make a Declaration 

of ity you call it only^ a fight Piece of Gallantry : 

But, Sylvia, you have Wit enough to try it a thou-^ 

fond WaySy and Power enough to make me obey, 

ufe the Extremity of both, fo you recompenfe me at 

Ja/i with a ConfeJJion that 1 was at Uafl found 

worthy to be numbered in the Croud of your Adorers, 

Sylvia replied. He were a dull Lover indeed, that 

would need InJiruSiions from the Wit of his Mi-- 

flrefs to give her Proofs of his Paffion ; whatever 

Opinion you have of my Sen/iy I Ifove too good a 

one of Oflavio'j to believe, that when he is a Lover 

he will want Aids to make it appear*, tiR then we will 

let that Argument alone, and conjider his Addrefs 

to Philander. She then read over the Letter he 

had Writ, which Ihe liked very well for her Pur- 

pofe ; for at this Time our young Dutch Heroe was 

made a Property of, in order to her Revenge on 

Philander: She told him, He had faid too much 

both for him/elf and her. He told her. He had 

declared nothing with his Pen, that he would not 

make good with his Sword. Hold, Sir, faid fhe^ 

and do not imagine from the Freedom you have taken 

in owning your Paffion to Philander, that I JhaU 

allow it here: What you declare to, the World is 

your own Crime ; but when I hear it, it is no lon-^ 

ger yours but mine*, I therefore conjure you, my 

Lord, not to charge my Soul with fo great a Sin 

againft Philander, and I confefs to you, J Jball be in-- 

Jimtefy 
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finitely troubled to he obliged to banijh you my Bight for 
ever. He heard her, and anfwered with a Sigh ; 
for (he went from him to the Table, and fealed 
her Letter, and gave it him to be inclofed to PW- 
lander^ and left him to confider on her laft Words, 
which he did not lay to Heart, becaufe he fancied 
fhe fpoke this as Women do that will be won with 
Induftry : He, in ftanding up as fhe went from 
him, faw himfelf in the great Glafs, and bid his 
Pejfon anfwer his Heart, which from every View 
he took was reinforced with new Hope, for he 
was too good a Judge of Beauty not to find it in 
every Part of his own Amiable Perfon, nor could 
he imagine from Syhia*s Eyes, which were natu- 
rally foft and languiihing, (and now the more 
fo from her Fears and Jealoufies) that Ihe meant 
from her Heart the Rigours ihe exprcffed : Much 
he allowed for his fhort Time of Courtlhip, much 
to her Sex's Modefty, much from her Quality, 
and very much from her Love, and imagined it 
muft be only Time and Affiduity, Opportunity and 
obftinate Paflion, that were capable of reduc- 
ing her to break her Faith with Philander % 
he therefore endeavour'd by all the good Dreffing, 
the Advantage of lavifli Gaiety, to render his Per- 
fon agreeable, and by all the Arts of Gallantry to 
charm her with his Converfation, and when he 
could handfomely bring in Love, he failed not to 
touch upon it as far as it would be permitted, and 
every Day had the Vanity to fancy he made fome 
Advances 5 for indeed every Day more and more 
Ihe found flie might have ufe for fo confiderable 
a Perfon, fo that one may very well fay, never 
any paffed their Time better than Sylvia and OSia- 
vioj though with different Ends. All he had now to 
fear was from the Anfwer Philander^s Letter 
(hould bring, for whom he had, in Spite of Love, 

fo imirc a Friendfhip, that be even doubted whether 

^ (if 
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{\i Philander could urge Reafons potent enough) 
be (hould not chufe to die and quit Sylvia^ rather 
than be falfe to Friendfliip; one Poft paft, and 
another, and fo eight fucceffive ones, hefore they 
received one Word of Anfwer to what they fent ; 
fo that Sylvia^ who was the moft impatient of her 
Sex, and the moft in Love, was raving and a£Ung 
all the Extravagance of Defpair, and even Ofiavio 
now became le(s pleafing, yet he failed not to vifit 
her every Day, to fend her rich Prefents, and to 
fay all that a fond Lover, or a faitful Friend 
might urge for her Relief; At laft O^iavio received 
this following Letter. 

Philander to Octavio. 

VfOU have fliewed, OSfavio^ a Freedom fo ge- 
* nerous, and fo beyond the ufual Meafures of 
a Rival, thatit werealmoft Injufticein me not to 
permit you to love on ; if Sylvia can be falfe to 
me, and all her Vows, *{he is not worth preferv- 
ing; if (he prefer 0£iavio to Philander^ then he 
has greater Merit, and deferves her beft : But if 
on the contrary fhe be juft, if fhe be true, and 
conftant, I cannot fear his Love will injure me, 
fo either Way OSfavio has my Leave to love 
the charming Sylvia j ala^ I know her Power, 
and do not wonder at thy Fate ! For it is as na- 
tural for her to conquer, as 'tis for Youth to yield ; 
oh, (he has Fafcination in her Eyes ! A Spell upon 
her Tongue, her Wit's a Philter, and her Air and 
Motion all Snares for heedlefs Hearts ; her w^ry 
Faults have Charms, her Pride, her Peevi(hneis, 
and her Difdain, have unrefifted Power. Alas, 

you find it every Day and every Night (he 

fweeps the Tour along and (hews the Beauty, 
(he inflaves the.Men, and rivals all the Women ! 

How 
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How oft with Pride and Anger I have feen it j 
and was the inconfidering Coxcomb then to rave 
and rail at her, to curfe her Charms, her fair in- 
viting and perplexing Charms, and bullied every 
Gazer : By Heaven I could not fpare a Smile, a 
Look, and (he has fuch a lavifli Freedom in her 
Humour, that if you chance to love as I have 

done it will furely make thee mad ; if fhe but 

talked aloud, or put her little AfFedlation on, to 
fliow the Force of Beauty, oh God ! How loft in 
Rage ! How mad with Jealoufy, was my fond 
breaking Heart ! My Eyes grew fierce, and cla- 
morous my Tongue f And I have fcarce contained 
myfelffrom hurting what I fo much adored; but 
then the fubtle Charmer had fuch Arts to flatter 

me to Peace again to clafp her lovely Arms 

about my Neck to figh a thoufand dear con- 
firming Vows into my Bofom, and kifs, and 

fmile, and fwear — and take away my Rage, 

and then — oh my OSfavio^ no human Fancy can 
prefent the Joy of the dear reconciling Moment, 
where little Quarrels raifed the Rapture higher, 
and fhe was always new. Thefe are the wondrous 
Pains, and wondrous Pleafures that Love by Turns 
infpires, till it grows wife by Time and Repeti- 
tion, and then the God afTumes a ferious Gra- 
vity, Enjoyment takes off the uneafy Keenneft of 
the Paffion, the littlejealous Quarrels rife jio more 5 
Quarrels, the very Feathers of Love's Darts, that 
fend them with niore Swiftnefs to the Heart; and 
when they ceafe, your Tranfports leflen too, then 
we grow reafonable, and confider ; we love with 
Prudence then, as Fencers fight with Foils ; a 
fullen Brufli perhaps fometimes or fo; but nothing 
that can touch the Heart, and when we are arrived 
to love at that dull, eafy Rate, we never die of 
that Difeafe ; then we have Recourfe to all the little 
Arts, the Aids of Flatterers, and dear Diffimula- 

tion. 
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tion (that Help-meet to the Luke-warm Lover) to 
keep up a good Character of Conftancy, and a 
right Underftanding. 

Thus, O£iavio^ Ihave ran through both theDe- 

fees of Love ; which I have taken fo often, that 
am grown moft learned and able in the Art j 
my eaiy Heart is of the Conftitution of thofe, 
whom frequent Sicknefs renders apt to take Re- 
lapfes from every little Caufe, or Wind that blows 
too fiercely on them; it renders itfelf to the fiift 
£fFe£ls of new furprizing Beauty, and finds fuch 
Pleafure in beginning Paffion, fuch dear Delight 
pf fancying new Enjoyment, that all paft Loves, 
paft Vows and Obligations, have Power to bind 
no more^ no Pity, no Remorfe, no threatening 
Danger invades my amorous Courfe ; I fcour 
along the Flow'ry rlains pf Love, view all the 
charming Profpeft at a Diftance, which reprefents 
itfelf all gay and glorious ! And long to lay me 
down, to ftretch and bafk in thofe dear Joys that 
Fancy makes fo ravifhing : Nor am I one of thofe 
dull whining Slaves, whom Quality or my Re- 
fpecSt can awe into a filent Cringer, and no more j 
no. Love, Youth, and oft Succefs has taught me 
Boldjaefs and Art, Defire and Cunning to attack, 
to fearch the feeble Side of Female Weaknefs, 
and there to play Love's Engines ; for Women 
will be won, they will, OSfavio^ if Love and Wit 
find any Opportunity. 

Perhaps, my Friend, you are wondering now, 
what this Difcourfe, this odd Difcovery of my 
own Inconftancy tends to ? Then fince I cannot 
better pay you back the Secret you had told me 
of your Love, than by another of my own ; take 
this Confeffion from thy Friend — I love !— -lan- 
guifli ! And am dying, — for a new Beauty. To 
you, O^avioy you. that have lived twenty dull te- 
dious Years, and never underftgod the Myftery of 
I Love, 
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Love, till Syhia taught you to adore, this Change 
may fecm a Wonder ; you that have lafily run 
more than half your Youth's gay Courfe of Life 
away, without the Plcafure of one nobler Hour 
of mine; who, like a Mifer, hoard your facred 
Store, or fcantily have dealt it but to one, think 
me a lavifh Prodigal in Love, and gravely will 
reproach me with Inconftancy— — but ufe me like 
a Friend, and hear my Story. 

It happened in my laft I)ay's Journey on the 
Road I overtook a Man of Quality, for fo his 
Equipage confeiled ; we joined and fell into Dif- 
coiufe of manyThings indifferent, till, from a Chain 
of one Thing to another, we chanced to talk of 
France^ and of the Fa£):ions there, and I fooh found 
him a Ce^rian; for he grew hot with his Concern 
for that rrince, and fiercely owned his Intereft : 
This pleafed me, and I grew familiar with him ; 
and I pleafed him fo well in my Deyotion for &- 
farioj that being arrived at CoUen he invites me 
Home to his Palace, which he begged I would 
make ufe of as my own during my Stay at ColUn. 
Glad of the Opportunity I obeyed, and foon in- 
formed myfelf by a Spanijh Page (that waited 
on him) to whom I was obliged ; he told me it 
was the Count of Clarinauj a Spaniard born, 
and of Quality, who for fome Difguft at Court 
retired hither ; that he was a Perfon of much Gra- 
vity, a great Politician, and very Rich ; and tho* 
well in Years was lately married to a very beau- 
tiful young Lady, and that very much againft her 
Confent ; a Lady whom he had taken out of a 
Monaftery, where fhe had been penfioned from a 
Child, and of whom he was fo fond and jealous*, 
he never would permit her to fee or be feen by 
any Man : And if fhe took the Air in her Coach, 
or went to Church, he obliged her to wear a Veil. 
Having learned thus much of the Boy, I difmifled 

him 
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him with a Prefent ; for he had already infpired 
me with Curiofity, that Prologue to Love, and 
I knew not of what Ufe he might be hereafter ; 
a Curiofity that I was refolved to fatisfy, though 
I broke all the Laws of Hofpitality, and even that 
firft Night I felt an Impatience that gave me fome 
Wonder. In fine, three Days I langi|ifhed out 
in a Diforder that was very nearly allied to that 
of Love. I found myfelf magnificently lodged ; 
attended with a formal Ceremony; and indeed all 
Things were as well as I could imagine, bating a 
kind Opportunity to get a Sight of this young 
Beauty : Now half a Lover grown, I fighed and 
grew opprefled with Thought, and had Recourfc 
to Groves, to ihady Walks and Fountains, of 
which the delicate Gardens afforded Variety, the 
moft refembling Nature that ever Art produced, 
and of the moft melancholy RecelTes, fancying 
there, in fome lucky Hour, I might encounter 
what I already fo much adored in Id<ea^ which-ftill 
I formed juft as my Fancy wifhed; there, for the 
firft two Days I walked and fighed, and told my 
new-born Paifion to every gentle Wind that played 
among the Boughs ; for yet no Lady bright ap- 
peared beneath them, no Vifionary Nymph the 
Groves afforded ; but on the third Day, all full 
of Love and Stratagem, in the Cool of the E- 
Vening, I -pafTed into a Thicket near a little Ri- 
vulet, that purled and murmured through the 
Glade, and pafTed int^ the Meads ; this pleafed and 
fed my prefent amorous Humour, and down I 
laid myfelf on the ihady Brink, and lirfened to 
its melancholy Glidings, when from behind me I 
heard a Sound more raviAiing, a Voice that fung 
thefe Words : 


Jlas^ 
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Alas^ in vain, you Powers above, 

Tou gave me Touth, you gave me CharmSy 

And evWy tender Senfe of Love ; 

To dejiine me to ^A/rhileno'j Arms. 

Ah how can YoutVs gay Spring allow 

Tte chilling Kiffes of the ff^ inter's Snow! 

All Night I languijh by his Side, 

And fancy Joys I never tajie ; 
As Men in Dreams a Feajl provide. 

And waking find, with Grief, they fajl^ 
Either, ye Gods, my youthful Fires allay. 
Or make the old VYiA&no young and gay. 

Like a fair Flower in Shades Obfcurity, 

Tho' every Sweet adorns my Head, 
TJngather'd, unadmired 1 lie. 

And wither on my fUent gloomy Bed, 
While no kind Aids to my Relief appear. 
And no kind Bofom makes me triumph there. 

By this you may eafily guefe, as I foon dirf, 
that the Song was fung by Madam the Countefs 
of Clarinau, as indeed it was ; at the very Begin- 
ning of her Song my joyful Soul divined it fo 1 I 
rofe, and advanced by fuch flow Degrees, ks neither 
alarmed the fair Singer, nor hindered me the Plea- 
fure of hearing any Part of the Song, till I ap- 
proached fo near as (behind the Shelter of fome 
Jeffamin that divided us) I, unfeen, com pleated 
thofe Wounds at my Eyes, which I had received 
before at my Ears. Yes, OSfavio, I faw the love- 
ly Clarinau leaning on a Pillow made of fome 
of thofe Jeflamins which favoured me, and ferved 
her for a Canopy. But, oh mv Friend ! How (hall 
I prefent her to thee in that Angel Form {he then 
appeared to me ? All young! All ravifhing as new- 
born Light to loft benighted Travellers ; her 

K Face 


fi 1 8 Love-Letters. Part II. 

Face, the faireft in the World, was adorned with 
Curls of fliining Jet, tied up — I know not how, 
all carelefsly with Scarlet Ribbon mixt with Pearls ; 
her Robe was gay and rich, fuch as young Royal 
Brides put on when they undrefs for Joys ; her 
Eyes were black, the fofteft Heaven ever made ; her 
Mouth was fweet, and formed for all Delight j 
fo red her Lips, fo round, fo graced with Dimples, 
that without one other Charm, that was enough 
to kindle warm Deflres about a frozen Hearty a 
fprightly Air of Wit compleated all, encreafed 
my Flame, and made me mad with Love: End- 
lefs it were to tell thee all her Beauties : Nature 
all over was lavifh and profufe j let it fufEce, her 
Face, her Shape, her Mein, had more of Angel 
in them than Humanity ! I faw her thus all charm- 
ing ! Thus flie lay ! A fmiling Melancholy dreffed 
her Eyes, which fhe had fixed upon the Rivulet, 
near which I found her lying; juft fuch I fancied 
famed Lucretia was, when Tarquin firft beheld her ; 
nor was that Royal Ravifher more inflamed than 
I, or readier for the Encounter* Alone flie was, 
which heightened my Defines 5 Oh Gods ! Alone 
lay the young lovely Charmer, with wifliing Eyes, 
and all prepared for Love ! The Shade was gloomy, 
and the tell-tale Leaves combined fo clofe, they 
muft have given us Warning if any had approached 
from either Side ! All favoured my Defign, and I 
advanced ; but with fuch Caution as not to infpire 
her with a Fear,* inftead of that of Love ! A flow, 
uneafy Pace, with folded Arms, Love in my 
Eyes, and burning in my Heart — ^At my Approach 
file fcarce contained her Cries, and rofe furprifed 
and blufhing, difcovering to me fuch a proporti- 
oned Height fo lovely and majeftick that I 

flood gazing on her, all loft in Wonder, and gave 

her Time to dart her Eyes at me, and every Look 

pierced deeper to my Soul, and I had no Senfe but 
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Love, filent admiring Love ! Immoveable I ftood^ 
and had no other Motion but that of a Heart all 
panting, which lent a feeble Trembling to my 
Tongue, and even when I would have fpolcc to 
her, it fent a Sigh up to prevent my Boldnefs 5 
and O, OSiavtOy though I have been bred in all the 
faucy Daring of a forward Lover, yet now I 
wanted a convenient Impudence; awed with a 
haughty Sweetnefs in her Look, like a Fauxbrave 
after a vigorous Onfet, finding the Danger fly fo 
thick around him, (heers off, and dares not face the 
preffing Foe, ftruck with too fierce a Lightening 
from her Eyes, whence the Gods fent a thoufand 
winged Darts, I veiled my own, and durft not 
play with Fire : While thus (he hotly did purfue 
her Conqueft, and I ftood fixed on the defenfive 
Part, I heard a Rufsling amongft the thick-grown 
Leaves, and thlough their myftick Windings foon 
perceived the good old Count of Clarinau approach- 
ing, muttering and mumbling to old Dormina^ the 
Dragon appointed to guard this lovely Treafure, 
and which flie having left alone in the Thicket, 
and had retired but at an awful Diftance, had moil 
extremely difobliged her Lord. I only had Time 
enough in this little Moment to look with Eyes 
that afked a thoufand Pities, and told her in their 
filent Language how loth they were to leave the 

charming Objeft, and with a Sigh 1 vanifhed 

from the wondring fair One, nimble as Lightening, 
filent as a Shade, to my firft Poft behind the JefTa- 
mins ; that was the utmoft that I could perfuade 
my Heart to do. You may believe, my dear OHa^ 
vioy I did not blefe the Minute that brought old 
Clarinau to that dear Recefs, nor him, nor 
my own Fate ; and to compleate my Tor.Yient, 
I faw him (after having gravely reproachel her 
for being alone without her Woman) y.s, I 
faw him fall on her Neck, her lovely in^^^y 
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Neck, and loll and kifs, and hang his tawny 
withered Arms on her fair Shoulders, and prefs 
his naufeous Load upon Cattjld% Body, (for fo I 
heard him name her) while ihe was gazing ftill 
upon the empty Place, whence fhe had feen me 

vanifh ; which he perceiving, cried My Utile 

Fool^ what is it thou gaze/i on, turn to thy nown old 

Marly and bufs himfoundly ^When putting him 

by with a Difdain, that half made Amends for the 
Injury he had done me by coming. Ah, my Lord^ 
cried fhe, even now, juft there I faw a lovely 'Vi" 
fan J I never beheld fo excellent a Thing: How, 
cried he, a Vifan, a Thing, — What Vifan? What 

Thing? Where? How? And when Why there^ 

laid (he, with my Eyes, and jujl now is vanijhed 
behind yon Jejfamins, With that I drew my Sword 

for I defpaired to get ofF unknown j and being 

well enough acquainted with the jealous Nature 
of the Spaniards, which is no more than, fee and 
llab, I prepared to ftand on my Defence till I 
could reconcile him, if poffible, to Reafon ; yet 
even in that Moment I was more afraid of the 
Injury he might do the inn6cent Fair One, than 
of what he could do to me : But he not fo much 
as dreaming (he meant a Man by her lovely Vi- 
fion, fell a kiffingher anew, and beckoning Dor- 
mina off to Pimp at Diftance, told her. The Grove 
was fo fweet, the Riveras Murmurs fo delicate, 
and fhe was fo curioufly dreffed, thai all together 
had infpired him with a Love- Fit \ and then a&ult- 
ing her anew with a Sneer, which you have feen 
a Satyr make in Pictures, he fell to a6l the little 
Tricks of Youth, that looked fo goatifli in him — 
inftead of kindling it would have damped a Flame ; 
which (he rejQfted with a Scorn fo charming gave 
xne new Hope and Fire, when to oblige me more, 
with Pride, Difdain, and Loathing in her Eyes, 
file fled like Daphne from the Ravifhers he being 

bent 
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bent on Love purfued her with a feeble Pace, h'ke 
an old Wood-God chafing fome coy Nymph, 
who winged with Fear out-ftrips the flying Wind, 
and though a God he cannot overtake her; and left 
me fainting with new Love, new Hope, new 
Jealoufy, Impatience, Sighs and Wifhes, in the 
abandoned Grove. Nor could I go without another 
View of that dear Place in which I faw her lie. 
I went^ — and laid me down juft on the Print which 
her fair Body made, and prefled, and kifled it over 
a dioufand Times with eager Tranfports, and even 
fancied fair Calijia there ; there 'twas I found the Pa- 
per with the Song which I have fent you ; there I 
ran over a thoufand Stratagems to gain another 
View ; no little Statefman had more Plots and 
Arts than I to gain this Objed I adored, the foft 
Idea of my burning Heart, now raging wild, 
abandoned all to.LoveandloofeDeAre \ but hitherto 
my Iridiiftry is vain ; each Day I haunt the thickeft 
Groves and Springs, the flowry Walks, clofe Ar- 
bors ; all the Day my bufy Eyes and Heart are 
iearching her, but no Intelligence they bring me 
in : In fine, O^avioj all that I can fince learn 
is, that the bright Calijia had feen a Vifion in the 
Garden, and ever fmce was fo poflefled with Me- 
lancholy, that (he had not fmce quitted her Cham- 
ber; flie is daily prefling the Count to permit her 
to go into the Garden, to fee if flie can again en- 
counter the lovely Phantom^ but whether, from any 
Defcription flie hath made of it, (pr from any 
other Caufe) he imagines how it was, I know 
not; but he endeavours all he can to hinder her, 
and tells her it is not lawful to tempt Heaven by 
invoking an Apparition ; fo that till a fecond View 
eafes the Torments of my Mind, there is nothing 
in Nature to be conceived fo raving mad as I ; as 
if my Defpair of finding her again increafed my 
impatient Flame, inftead of leifening it. 
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After this Declaration, judge, O^avio, who has 
given the greateft Proofs of his Friendftiip, you 
or 1 5 you being my Rival, truft me with the Se- 
cret of loving my Miftrefs, which can no Way 
redound to your DIfadvantage ; but I, by telling 
you the Secrets of my Soul, put it into your 
rower to ruin me with Sylvia^ and to eftabliih 
yourfelf in her Heart ; a Thought I yet am not 
willing to bear, for I have an Ambition in my 
Love, that would not, while I am toiling for 
Empire here, lofe my Dominion in another Place : 
But fmce I can no more rule a Woman's Heart, 
than a Lover's Fate, both you and Syhia may 
deceive my Opinion in that, but fhall never have 
Power to make me believe you lefs my Friend, 
than I am your 

PHILANDER. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

" lie Imhfed I need not oblige you to delivery yote 
fee I give you Opportunity. 

06lavio no fooner arrived to that Part of the 
Letter which named the Count of Chrinau^ but 
he ftopped, and was fcarce able to proceed, for 
the charming Calijla was his Sifter, the only one 
he had, who having been bred in a Nunnery, was 
taken then to be married to this old rich Count, 
who had a great Fortune : Before he proceeded, 
his Soul divined this was the new Amour that had 
engaged the Heart of his Friend ; he was afraid 
to be farther convinced, and yet a Curiofity to 
know how far he had procieeded, made him read 
it out with all the Diforder of a Man jealous of 
his Honour, and nicely careful of his Fame ; he 
confidered her young, about eighteen, married to 
an old, ill-favoured, jealous Hufband, no Parents 

but 
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but himfelf to right her Wrongs, or revenge her 
Levity ; he knew, tho' flie wanted no W'lt^ ihe did 
Art, for being bred without the Converfetion of 
Men, Ihe had not learnt the little Cunnings of 
her Sex 5 he guefled by his own Soul that her's 
was foft and apt for Impreffion ; he judged from 
her Confeffion to her Hufband of the Vifion, that 
flie had a fimjple Innocence, that might betray a 
young Beauty under fuch Circumftances ; to all 
this he confidered the Charms of Philander unre- 
fiftible, his unwearied Induftn^ in Love, and con- 
cludes his Sifter loft. At firlt he upbraids Philan-- 
ier^ and calls him ungrateful, but foon thought 
it unreafonable to accufe himfelf of an Injuftice, 
and excufed the Frailty of Philander^ fince he 
knew not that ihe whom he adored was Sifter to 
his Friend; however, it failed not to poffefs hi n 
with Inquietude that exercifed all his Wit, to con- 
fider how he might prevent an irreparable Injury 
to his Honour, and an Intrigue that poffibly might 
coft his Sifter her Life, as well as Fame. In the 
Midft of all thefe Torments he fofgot not the more 
important Bufinefs of his Love : For to a Lover, 
who has his Soul perfeftly fixed on the fair Objedt 
of its Adoration, whatever other Thoughts fatigue 
and cloud his Mind, that, like a foft Gleam of new 
iprung Light, darts in and fpreads a Glory all 
around, ahd like the God of Day, chears every 
drooping Vital ; yet even thefe dearer Thoughts 
wanted not their Torments. At firft he ftrove to 
atone for the Fears oiCaliJiaj with thofe of imagin- 
ing PA/i7«^i!fr falfe to Sylvia: Well^ cried he 

If thou biji loji^ Califta, at leaji thy Ruin has laid 
a Foundation for my Happinefs^ and every Triumph 
Philander makes of thy Virtue^ it the more fecures 
my Empire oroer Sylvia ; and fince the Brother can- 
not he happy ^ hut hy the Sijier*s heing undone^ yield 
tboUy Ofaithlefs fair one, yield to Philander, and 
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maie me hleji in Sylvia ! And thou (continued he) 
oh perjured Lover and inconjlant Friend^ glut thy 
infatiate Flame — -^-rijle Califta of every Virtue 
Heaven and Nature gave her^ Jo I may but revenge 
it on thy Sylvia ! Pleafed with this joyful Hope 
he traverfes his Chamber 5 glowing and blufliing 
with new kindling Fire, his Heart that was all 
gay, difFufed a Gladnefs, that exprefled itfelf in 
every Feature of his lovely Face j his Eyes, that 
were by Nature languifliing, (hone now with an 
unufual Air of Brilknefs, Smiles graced his Mouth, 
and Dimples dreffed his Face, infenfibly his bufy 
Fingers trick and drefs, and fet his Hair, and 
without defigning it, his Feet are bearing him to 
Sylvia^ till he ftopt Ihort and wondered whither 
he was going, for yet it was not Time to make his 
Vifit — JVhither^ fond Heart j (faid he) O whither 
woulft thou hurry this Slave to thy f oft Fires! And 
now returning back he paufed and fell to Thought 
— He remembered how impatiently Syhia waited 
the Return of the Anfwer he writ to him, where- 
in he owned his Paffion for that Beauty. He knew 
{he permitted him to write it, more to raife the 
little briflc Fires of Jealoufy in Philander ^ and to 
i'et an Edge on his blunted Love, than from any 
Favours Ihe defigned O£favio : And that on this 
Anfwer depended all her Happinefs, or the Con- 
firmation of her Doubts, and that flie would mea- 
fure Philander*s Love by the EfFefts flie found 
there of it : So that never Lover had fo hard a 
Game to play, as our new one. He knew he had 
it now in his Power to ruin his Rival, and to 
make almoft his own Terms with his fair Con- 
querefs, but he confidered the Secret was not 
rendered him for fo bafe an End, nor could his 
Love advance itfelf by Ways fo falfe, dull and 
criminal — Between each Thought he paufed, and 
now refolves ihe muft know he knt an Anfwer 

to 
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to his Letter; for ihould fhe know he had, and 
that he ihould refufe her the Sight of it, he believed 
with Reafon flie ought to banifh him for ever her 
Prefence, as the moft dlfobedient of her Slaves. 
He walks and paufes on — but no kind Thought 
prefents itfelf to fave him; either Way he finds 
himfelf undone, and from the moft gay, and moft 
triumphing Lover on the Earth, he now, with 
one deflrous Thought of right Reafpnine, finds he 
is the moft miferable of all the Creation ! He reads 
the Superfcription of that Philander writ to Sylvia^ 
which was inclofed in his, and finds it was directed 

only For Sylvia^ which would plainly demon- 

ftrate it came not fo into Holland^ but that fome 
other Cover fecured it ; fo that never any but OSia^ 
vioy the moft nice in Honour, had ever fo great 
a Conteft with Love and Friendfhip : For his noble 
Temper was not one of thofc that could facrifice 
his Friend to his little Lufts, or his more folid 
Paffion, but truly brave, refolves now rather to 
die than to confefs Phtlande/s Secret ; to evade 
which he fent her Letter by his Page, with one 
from himfelf, and commanded him to tell her, 
that he was going to receive fome Commands from 
the Prince of Orange j and that he would wait on 
her himfelf in the Evening. The Page obeys, and 
OSfavio fent him with a Sigh, and Eyes that Ian- 
guifliingly tpld him he did it with Regret. 

The Page hafiening to Sylvia^ finds her in all 
the Difquietof an expedling Lover; and fnatching 
the Papers from his Hand, the firft flie faw was 
that from Philander^ at which flie trembled with 
Fear and Joy, for Hope, Love and Defpair, at once 
feized her, and hardly able to make a Sign with her 
Hand, for the Boy to withdraw^ flie funk down 
into her Chair, all pale, and almoft fainting; but 
re-afluming her Courage, flie opened it, and read 
this. 
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Philander /<? Sylvia. 

AH, Sjlvia ! Why all thefe Doubts and Fears ? 
Why at this Diftance do you accufe your 
Lover, when he is uncapable to fall before you, 
and undeceive your little Jealoufies. Oh, Sylvia^ 
I fear this firft Reproaching me, is rather the Ef- 
fefts of your own Guilt, than any that Love can 
make you think of mine. Yes, yes, my Sylvioy 
it is the Waves that roll and glide away, and not 
the fteady Shore. *Tis you begin to unfaften 
from the Vows that hold you, and float along the 
flattering Tide of Vanity. It is you, whofe Pride 
and Beauty fcorning to be confined, give Way to 
the admiring Croud, that figh for you. Yes, 

!res, you, like the reft of your fair glorious Sex, 
ove the Admirer though you hate the Coxcomb. 
It is vain ! it is great ! And ihews your Beauty's 
Power — Is it poflible, that for the Safety of my 
Life I cannot retire, but you muft think 1 am fled 
from Love and Sylvia ? Or is it poflible that pi- 
tying Tendernefs that made me uncapable of taking 
teave of her fhould be interpreted as falfe— -and 
bafe — and that an Abfence of thirty Days, fo forc'd, 

and fo compelled, muft render me inconftant 

loft — ungrateful as if that after Sylvia Heaven 

ever made a Beauty that could charm me ? 

You charge my Letter with a thoufand Faults, 
it is fhort, it is cold, and wants thofe ufual Soft- 
neflTes that gave them all their Welcome, and 
their Graces. I fear my Sylvia loves the Flatterer, - 
and not the Man, the Lover only, not Philan^ 
der: And fhe confiders him not for himfelf, but 
the gay, glorious Thing he makes of her ! Ah ! 
too Self-interefted ! Is that your Juftice? Yoii 
never allow for my unhappy Circumftances \ you 

never 
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never think how Care opprefles me, nor what my 
Love contributes to that Care. How Bufinefs, 
Danger, and a thoufand Ills, take up my harraffed 
Mind : By every Power ! I love thee ftill, my SyU 
via^ but Time has made us more familiar now, 
and we begin to leave off Ceremony, and come 
to clofer Joys to join our Interefts now, as People 
fixed, refolved to live and die together ; to weavg 
our Thoughts, and be united ftronger. At firft 
we Ihew the gayeft Side of Love, drefs and be 
nice in every Word and Look, fet out for Con* 
queft all ; fpread every Art, ufe every Stratagem 
— But when the Toil is paft, and the dear Viftory 
gained, we then propofe a little idle Reft, a little 
eafy Slumber: We then embrace, lay by the 

faudy Shew, the Plumes ancl gilded Equipage of 
/ove, the Trappings of the Conqueror, and bring 
the naked Lover to your Arms ; we (hew him 
then uncafed with all his little Difadvantages ; 
perhaps the flowing Hair, (thofe Ebony Curls 
you have fo often combed and dreffeJ, and kiffed) 
are then put up, and fliew a fiercer Air, more 
like an Antique Roman than Philander: And 
fliall I then, becaufe I want a Grace, be thought 
to love you lefs ? Becaufe the embroidered Coat, 
the Point and Garniture's laid by, muft I put off 
my Paffion with my Drefs ? No, Sylvia j Love 
allows a thoufand little Freedoms, allows me t® 
unbofom all my Secrets ; tell thee my Wants, my 
Fears, Complaints and Dangers, and think it great 
Relief if thou but figh and pity me : And oft thy 
charming Wit has aided me, but now I find thee 
adding to my Pain. O where fhall I unload my 
Weight of Cares, when Sylvia^ who was wont 
to figh and weep, and fuffer me to eafe the heavy 
Burden, now grows difpleafed and peevifh with 
my Moans, and calls them the Effeds of dying 
Love ! Inftead of thofe dear Smiles, that fond 

K 6' b.- 


228 Love-Letters. Part II. 

bewitching Prattle, that ufed to calm my roughed 
Storm of Grief, fhe now reproaches me with Cold- 
nefs. Want of Concern, and Lover's Rhetorick: 
And when I feem to beg Relief,andfhew my SouFs 
Refentment, it is then Fm falfe ; it is my Averiion, 
or the £(Fe£b of fome new kindling Flame : 1^ 
this fair Dealing, Sylvia? Can I not fpare a little 
Sigh from Love, but you muft think I rob you 
of your Due? If I omit a tender Name, by which 
I lifed to call you^ muft I be thought to lofe that 
PaiTion that taught me fuch Endearments ? And 
muft I never refle£l upon the Ruin both of my 
Fame and Fortune, but I muft run the Rifk of 
lofing Sylvia too f Oh Cruelty of Love ! Oh too, 
too fond and jealous Maid, what Crimes thy in- 
nocent Paifion can create, when it extends beyond 
the Bounds of Reafon ! Ah too, too nicely tender 
Sy/t;/^7,thatwill not give me Leave to caft aThought 
back on my former Glory j yet even that Lofs I 
could fupport with Tamenefs and Content, if I 
believed my Suffering reached only to my Heart ; 
but Sylvia^ if (he love, muft feel my Torments 
too, muft fliare my Lofs, and want a thoufand Or- 
naments, my finking Fortune cannot purchafe her : 
Believe me, charming Creature, if I fliould love 
you lefs, I have a Senfe fo juft of what you have 
fuffered for Philander^ I'd be content to be a Gaily- 
Slave, to give thy Beauty, Birth and Love their 
Due ; but as I am thy faithful Lover ftill, depend 
upon that Fortune Heaven has left me; which if 
thou canft (as thou has often fworn) then thou 
would'ft fubmit to be chearful ftill, be gay and 
confident, and do not judge my Heart by little 
Words 5 my Heart— too great and fond for fuch 
poor Demonftrations. 

You aik me, Sylvioy where I am, and what I 
do J and all I can fay is, that at prefent I am fafe 
from any Fcar$ of being delivered up to Ftance^ 

and 
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and what I do is ftghing, dying, grieving ; I want 
my Syhia \ but my Circumnances yet have nothing 
to encourage that Hope ; when I refolve where 
to fettle, you (hall fee what halle I will make to 
have you brought to me : I am impatient to hear 
from you, and to know how that dear Pledge 
of our foft Hours advances. I mean, what I be- 
lieve I left thee ppflefled of, a young Philander: 
Cheriih it, Sylvia^ for (hat is a certain Obligation 
to keep a dying Fire alive ; be fure you do it no 
Hurt by your unneceflary Grief, though there needs 
no other Tie but that pf Love to make me more 
entirely 

Your PHILANDER, 

If Sylvia's Fears were great before flic opened 
the Letter, what were her Paine when all thofe 
Fears were confirmed from that never-failing 
Mark of a declining Love, the Coldnefs and Al- 
teration of the Style of Letters, that firft Symp- 
tom of a dying Flame ! Oh wberty faid flie, where^ 
eh perjured Charmer ^ is all that Ardency that ufed 
to warm the Reader? Where is all that natural 
Innocence of Love that could not., even to difcover 
and exprefs a Grace in Eloquence^ force one foft 
Word J or one Pajfion? Oh, continued (he, he is 
lojl and gone from Sylvia and his Vov}5\ fome 
other has him all^ clafps that dear Body^ hangs 
upon that Face^ gazes upon his EyeSj and lijiens to 
his Voiccy when he is looking^ figf^i^gy fwearingy 
dyings lying and damning of himfelf for fome new 

Beauty He is^ I will net endure it ; aid me^ An- 

tonet ! O where is the perjured Traitor ! Antonet^. 
who was waiting on her, feeing her rife on the 
fudden in fo great a Fury, would have ftaid her 
hally Turns and Ravings, befeeching her to tell 
her whatjwas the Occafion, and by a Difcovery 
to cafe her Heart \ but fhe with all the Fury ima- 
ginable 
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ginable flung from her Arms, and ran to the 
Table, and fnatching up a Penknife, had certainly 
fent it to her Heart, had not Antmtt ftepped to 
her and caught her Hand, which (he refifted not, 
and bluihing refigned, with telling her, fhe was 
aihamed of her own Cowardice; For^ faid (he, 
if it had dejigned to have heeH Brauiy I had fent 
you offy and' hy a noble Refolutiou have freed this 
Slave within (ftriking her Brc2&)from a Tyranny 
which it Jhofdd difdain to fuffef under: With that 
fee raged about the Chamber with broken Words 
and imperfe£l Threatenings, unconfidered Impre- 
cations, and unheeded Vows and Oaths; at which 
Antmet redoubled her Petition to know the Caufe ; 
and fee replied— Philander ! The dear^ the fifty 
the fond and charming Philander is now m more 
the fame. O, Antonet, faid fee, did/i thou but fee 
this Letter compared to thofe of heretofore^ when 
Love was gay and youngs when new Dejire dreffed 
his foft Eyes in Tears^ and taught his Tongue the 
Harmony of Angels \ when every tender Word had 
more of Paffton^ than Volumes of this forced^ this 
trifling Bufinefs ; O thou would/i fay I were the 

wretchedejl Thing that ever Nature made OA, 

thou would/i curfe as I do not the dear Murder er^ 

hut thy frantick Self thy mady deceived^ believing^ 

eafy Sef\ if thou wert fi undone Then while fee 

wept fee gave Antonet Liberty to fpeak, which 
was to perfuade her, her Fears were vain ; fee 
urged every Argument of Love fee had been Wit- 
nefs to, and could not think it poffible he could 
be falfe. To all which the ftill weepingj Syhia 
knt a willing Ear; for Lovers are much inclined 
to believe every Thing they wife. Antonet j having 
a little calmed her, continued telling her, that to 
be better convinced of his Love, or his Perfidy, 
fee ought to have Patience till OSfavio feould 
come to vifit her; For you have forgotten^ Madam^ 

faid 
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faid Ihe, thai the generous Rival hasfent him Word 
ffe is your Lover: For Antonet was waiting at the 
reading of that Letter, nor was there any Thing the 
open-hearted 5^/i//j concealed from that Servant; 
and Women who have made a Breach in their 
Honour, are fddom fo careful of their Reft of 
Fame, as thofe who have a Stock entire ; and 
Sylvia believed after Ihe had entrufted the Secret of 
one Amour to her Difcretion, fhe might conceal 
none. Bee^ Madam^ fays Antonety here is a Let- 
ter yet unread: Sylvia^ who had been a great while 
impatient for the Return of O£favio''s Anfwer from 
Philander^ expefting from thence the Confirma- 
tion of all her Doubts, haftily fnatched the Letter 
out of Antonefs Hand, and read it, hoping to have 
found fomething there to have eafed her Soul one 
Way or other ; a Soul the moft raging and haughty 
by Nature that ever poffefied a Body ; The Words 
were thefe. 


.OcTAvio to Sylvia. 

A T Jeaft you will pity me, oh charming Sylvia j 
■^^ when you (hall call to Mind the cruel Ser- 
vices I am obliged to render you, to be the Mef- 
fenger of Love from him, whom Beauty and that 
Goi plead fo ftrongly for already in your Heart. 

IfJ after this, you can propofe a Torture that 
yet may fpeak my Paffion and Obedienc in any 
higher Meafure, command and try my Fortitude ; 
for I too well divine, O rigorous feeauty,' the Bu- 
finefs of your Love-fick Slave will be only to give 
you Proofs how much he dbes adore you, and 
never to tafte a Joy, even in a diftant Hope ; like 
Lamps in Urns my lafting Fire muft burn, with- 
out one kind Material to fupply iti, Ah Sylvia^ if 
ever it be thy wretched Fate to fee the Lord of 

all 
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all your Vows given to another's Arms— .^when 
you ihall fee in thofe foft Eyes that you adore, a 
Languiihment and Joy if you but name another 

Beauty to him j when you behold his Blufhes 

fade and rife at the Approaches of another Miftrefe, 

hear broken Sighs and unaffured Replies, 

whenever he anfwers fome new Conquerefs ; 
Tremblings, and Pantings feizing every Part at 
the warm Touch as of a fecond Charmer : Ah, 
Sylviay do but do me Juftice then, and fighing fay 
—I pity poor OSfavio. 

Take here a Letter from the Weft Philander^ 
which I had brought myfelf, but cannot bear the 
Torment of that Joy that I fhall fee advancing in 
your Eyes when you fhall read it over — no — it is 
too much that I imagine all ! Yet blefs that patient 
Foiidnefs of my Paffion that makes me ftill your 
Slave, and your Adorer, 

OCTAVIO. 

At linifliing this, the jealous Fair One redoubled 

her Tears with fuch Violence, that it was in vain 

her Woman ftrove to abate the flowing Tide by 

all the reafonable Arguments (he could bring to 

her Aid ; and Sylvia^ to encreafe it, read again 

the latter Part of the ominous Letter ; which fhe 

wet with the Tears that ftreamed from her bright 

Eyes. Tes^yesy (cried fhe, laying the Letter downj 

/ knowy Oftavio, this is no Prophecy of yours j 

but a known Truth: Alas^ you know too well the 

fatal Time is already come, when I Jhall find thefe 

Changes in Philander ! Ah Madam, replied Anto^ 

net, how curious are you to fear ch out Tormeits for 

your own Heart, and as much a Lover as you are, 

how little do you under/land the Arts and Politicks 

of Love! Alas, Madam, continued fhe, you your- 

felfhave armed my Lord Odlavio with thefe Weapons 

that wound you : The laji Time he writ to my Lord 

Phi- 
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Philander, he found you pojfejfed with a thoufand 
Fears and yealoujies ; of ihefe he took Advantage to 
attack his Rival: For what Man is there Jo duU^ 
that would not affault his Enemy in that Part where 
the mojl conftderabU Mifchief may be done him ? 
It is now (JftavioV Intereji^ and his Bujinefsj to 
render Philander yj?^, to give you all the Umbrage 
that is pojjible of fo powerful a Rivaly and to fay 
any Thing that may render him hateful to youj or at 
leaft to make him love you lefs, Away^ f replied 
Syhia with an uneafy Smile) how foolijh are thy 
Keafonings ; for were it pojphle I coutd love Philan- 
der lefs^ is it to be imagined that Jhould make Way 
for Oftavio in my Hearty or any., after that dear 
Deceiver? No doubt of ity replied Antonety but 
that very EffeSf it would have on your Heart ; for 
Love in the Soul of a witty Perfon is like a Skain 
cf Silk'y to unwind it from the Bottom, you muji 
wind it on another, or it runs into Confujion, and 
becomes of no Ufe, and then of Courfe, as one lejjens 
the other encreafes, and what Philander lofes in 
Love, Oflavio, or fome one induftrious ^ Lover j 
will moji certainly gain. Oh, replied Sylvia, you 
are a great Philofopher in Love. I Jhould, Madam^ 
cried- Antonet, had I but had a good Memory, for 
I had a young Churchman once in Love with me, 
who has read many a Philofophical Le£fure to m^ 
upon Love 5 among Hje reji, be ufed to fay the Soul 
was all compofed of Love. I ufed to ajk him then. 
If it were formed offo fofi Materials, how it came 
to pafs that we were no ofiner in Love, or why fo 
many were fo long before they loved, and others who 
never loved at all? No quefion but he anjivered you 
wifely, faid Syhia carelefly and fighing, with her 
Thoughts but half attentive. Marry, and fo he did, 
cried Antonet, at leajl I thought Jo then, becaufe 
I loved a little. He faid. Love of itfelf was un- 
aSfive, but it was informed by Obje^l; and then too 

that 
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that ObjeSl muft depend on Fancy ; (for Sotds^ though 
all Lave^ are not to love all.) Now Fancy ^ he fatd, 
was fometimes nice^ humorous, and fantaftick, which 
is the Reafon we fo ofien love thofe of no Merity 
and dejpife thofe that are mojl excellent ; and fome^ 
times Fancy guides us to like neither 'y he ufed to 
fay. Women were like Mifers, . though they had aU 
ways Love in Store, they feldom cared 'to fart with 
ity but on very good Interejl and Security, Cent, 
per Cent, moft commonfy. Heart for Heart at leaji ; 
audfor Security, he faid, we were mojl Times too 
unconfcionable, we afked Vows at leaft, at worft 

Matrimony Half angry, Syhia cried And 

what is all this to my loving again f Oh Madam, 
replied J^tonet, He faid a Woman was like a 
Gamefler, if on the winning Hand, Hope, Inter eft ^ 
and vanity niade him play on, bejides the Pkafure 
of the Play itfelf\ if on the lofmg, then he conti^ 
nued throwing at alltofave a Stake at Iq/i, if not to 
recffver ail', Jo either Way they find Occajion to con^ 
tinue the Game. But oh, faid Sylvia fighing, ^vhat 
Jhall that Gamefter fet, who has aiready played for 
all he had, and loft it at a Ceft? Oby Madam^ 
replied Antonet, the Young and Fair find Credit 
every where, there is ftill a Profpe£f of a Returny 
and that Gamefter that plays thus - upon the Tick 
is fure to lofe but little ', and if they win it is all 
€lear Gains* I find, faid SyToia^ you are a good 
Manager in Love ; you are for the frugal Part of 
it* Faith, Madam, faid Antonet, I am indeed of 
that Opinion^ that Love and Intereft always do heft 
together, as two moft excellent Ingredients in that 
rare Art of preferving of Beauty, Love makes us 
put on all our Charms, and Inter ft gives us all the 
Advantage of Drefs, without which Beauty is lofty 
and of little life. Love would have us appear always 
new, always gay, and magnificent, and Money alone 
ean render usfo\ and we find no Women want Lou- 
vers 
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vers fo much as thofe who want Petticoats ^^ yewels^ 
arid all the necejfary Trifles of Gallantry. Of this 
laji Opinion 1 find you your f elf to he\ for even when 
O(£lavio comeSf^ on whofe Heart you have no De^ 
Jign^ I fee you drefs to the hejl Advantage^ and put 
on many^ to like one : Why is this^ but that even 
unknown to yourfelf you have a fecret yoy and 
Pkafure in gaining Conquefts^ and of being adored^ 
and thought the tnofl charming of your Sex f That 
is not from the Inconftancy of my Hearty cried SyU 
via^ but from the little vanity of our Natures, Oh^ 
Madam J replied Jntonet^ there is no Friend to 
Love like Vanity ; it is the falfefl Betrayer of a 
JVomarCs Heart of any PaJJion^ not Love itfelf be'" 
trays her fooner to Love than Vanity or Pride ; 
and Madamy I would I might have the PUafure of 
my next Wijhy when I find you not only lijiening to 
the Lave of OSavio, but even approving it too, 
Away^ replied Sylvia^ in frowning, yotdr Mirth 
grows rude and trotMefome-'^Go bid the Page wait 
while I return an Anfwer to what his Lord has feni 
me. So fitting at the Table Oxe difmified Antonety 
and writ this following Letter, 

Sylvia /e^OcTAvio. 

T Find, OSlavioy this little Gallantry of yours, 
'*■ offhewing me the Lover, ftandsyou in very 
great Stead, and ferves you upon all Occafions for 
Abundance of Ufes ; amongft the reft, it is no fmall 
Obligation you have to it, for furnifliing you with 
handfome Pretences to keep from thofe who im- 
portune you, and from giving them that Satisfaction 
by your Counfel and Converfation, which poili* 
bly the Unfortunjite may have Need of fometimes ; 
and when you are preffed and obliged to render 
me the Friendfhip of your Vifits, this neceflary 

ready 
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ready Love of yours is the only Evafion you have 
for the anfwering a thoufand little Queftions I 
afk you of Philander 'y whofe Heart I am afraid 
you know much better than Syhia does. I could 
almoft wifh, OSfavio^ that all you tell me of your 
Paffion were true, that my Commands might be 
of Force fufficient to compel you to refolve my 
Heart in fome Doubts that opprefs it. And in- 
deed if you would have me believe the one, you 
muftobey me in the other; to which End I con- 
jure vou to haften to me, for fomething of an 
unuKial Coldnefs in Philanders Letter, and fome 
^ominous Divinations in yours, have put me on a * 
^Rack of Thought; from which nothing but Con- 
firmation can relieve me ; this you dare not deny, 
if you value the Repofe of 

SYLVIA. 

She read it over; and was often about to tear 
it, fancying it was too kind: But whenihe confi- 
dered it was from no other Inclination of her Heart 
than that of getting the Secrets out of his, (he par- 
doned herfelf the little Levity (he found it guilty 
of; all which, confidering as the EfFe£b of the 
violent Paflion fhe had for Philander^ ihe found 
it eafy to do ; and fealing it ihe gave it to Antmet 
. to deliver to the Page, and fet herfelf down to 
eafe her Soul of its heavy Weight of Grief by her 
Complaints to the dear Author of her Pain ; for 
vvhen a Lover is infupportably afflifted, there is 
no Eafe like that of writing to thePerfon loved ; and 
that, all that comes uppermoft in the Soul : For 
true Love is all unthinking artlefs Speaking, in- 
corre£l Diforder, an.d without Method, as 'tis with- 
out Bounds or Rules ; fuch were Syhia^s unftudied 
Thoughts, and fuch her following Letter. 


Sy t- 
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Sylvia to Philander, 

£^ H my Philander^ how hard it is to bring mjr 
^^ Soul to doubt, when I confider all thy paft 
tender Vows, when I reflect how thou haft loved 
and fworn. Methinks I hear the Mufick of thy 
Voice ftill whifpering in my Bofom ; methinkis 
the charming Softnefs of thy Words remains like 
leilening Echoes of my Soul, whofe diftant Voices 
by Degrees decay, till they be heard no niore ! 
Alas, IVe read thy Letter over and over, and turned 
the Senfe a thoufand feveral Ways, and all to make 

it fpeak and look like Love O I have flattered 

it with all my Heart. Sometimes I fancied my ill 
Reading fpoiled it, and then I tuned my Voice to 
fofter Notes, and read it over again ; but ftill the 
Words appeared too rough and harih for any mov- 
ing Air i which Way foever I changed, which Way 
foever I queftioned it of Love, it anfwered in fuch 
Language — as others would perhaps interpret Love, 
or fomething like it ; but I, who've heard the very 
God himfelf fpeak from thy wondrous Lips, and 
known him guide thy Pen, when all the Eloquence 
of moving Angels flowed from thy charming 
Tongue ! When I have feen thee fainting at my 
Feet, (whilft all Heaven opened in thy glorious 
Face) and now and then figh out a trembling 
Word, in which there was contained more Love, 
more Soul, than all the Arts of Speaking ever 
found J what Senfe ? Oh what Refleftions muft^I 

make on this Decay, this ftrange this fudden 

Altef ation in thee ? But that the Caufe is fled, and 
the EfTefi is ceafed, the God retired, and all the 

Oracles filenced ! Confefs oh thou £ternal 

Conqueror of my Soul, whom every Hour, and 
every tender Joy, renders more dear and lovely — 
Tell me why (if thou ftill lovd3: me, and loveft 

as 
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as well) does Love not dictate tc- thee as before? 
Doft thou want Words ? Oh then begin again, re- 
peat the old ones over ten thoiifand Times ; fuch 
Repetitions are Love's Rhetorick ! How often have 
I alked thee in an Hour, when my fond Soul was 
doating on thy Eyes, when with my Arms clafp- 
ing thy yielding Neck, my Lips imprinting Kifles 
on thy Cheeks, and taking in the Breath that fighed 
from thine ? How often have I alked this little but 
important Queftion of thee ? Does my Philander 
hve me ? Then kifs thee for thy Yes and Sighs, 
and afk again ; and ftill my Soul was ravifhed with 
new Joy, when thou wouldft anfwer, Yesj I love 
thee dearly ! And if I thought you fpoke it with a 
Tone that feemed lefs foft and fervent than I 
wiftied, I alked fo often, till I made thee anfwer 
in fuch a Voice as I would wifli to hear it ; all 
this had been impertinent and foolilh in any Thing 

but Love, to any but a Lover : But oh give 

me the Impertinence of Love ! Talk little Non- 
fenfe to me all the Day, and be as wanton as a 
playing Cupid^ and that will pleafe and charm my 
Love-fick Heart better than all fine Senfe and 
Reafbning. 

Tell me. Philander^ what new Accident, what 
powerful Misfortune has befallen thee, greater 
than what we have experienced yet, to drive the 
little God out of thy Heart, and make thee fo un- 
like my foft Philander? What Place contains 
thee, or what Pleafures eafe thee, that thou art 
now contented to live » tedious Day without 
thy Sylvia? How then the long long Age of 
forty more, and yet thou llveft, art patient, tame 
and well ; thou talkeft not now of Ravings, or 
of Dying, but look'ft about thee like a well pleafed 
Conqueror after the Toils of Battle — Oh, I have 
known a Time — but 4et me never think upon it 
more ! It cannot be remembered without Madnefs \ 

What, 
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What,think thee fallen from Love ! To think, that 
I muft never hear thee more pouring thy Soul out 
in foft Sighs of Love ? A thoufand dear Expreffi- 
ons by which I knew the Story of thy Heart, 

and while you tell it, bid me feel it panting 

Never to fee thy Eyes fixed on my Face — till the 
foft Showers of Joy would gently fall and hang 
their ihining Dew upon thy Looks, then in a Tran- 
fport fnatch me to thy Bofom, and figh a thoufand 
Times ere thou couldft utter — -^ii> Sylvia, how I 
love thee — Oh the dear Eloquence thofe few fliort 
Words contain, when they arc fent with Lovers 

Accents to a Soul all languifhing ! But now 

alas, thy Love is more familiar grown oh 

take the other Part of the Proverb too, and fay 

it has bred Contempt, for nothing lefs than that 

*your Letter ftiews, but more it does, and that is 

Indifference, Jefs to be borne than Hate, or any 

Thing 

At leaft be juft, and let me know my Doom : 
Do not deceive the Heart that trufled all thy Vows, 

if thou be'ft generous if thou lettell me know — 

thy Date of Love is out (for Love perhaps as 

Life has Dates) and equally uncertain, and thou 
no more canil flay the one than the other; yet if 
thou art fo kind for all my Honour lofl, my 
Youth undone, my Beauty tarnifhed, and my lafl- 
ing Vows, to let me fairly know thou art depart- 
ing, my worthlefs Life will be the only Lofs : 
But if thou flill continuefl to impofe upon my 
eafy Faith, and I fhould any other Way learn 
my approaching Fate — look to it Philander^ — She 
that had the Courage to abandon all for Love 
and faithlefs thee, can, when (he finds herfelf 
betrayed and loft, nobly revenge the Ruin of 
her Fame, and fend thee to the other World 
with 

She 


I 
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She having writ this, read it over, and fancied 

(he had not fpoke half the Senfe of her Soul 

fancied if Ihe were again to begin, Ihe could ex- 
prefs herfelf much more to the Purpofe fhe de- 
(igned, than (he had done. She began again, and 
writ two or three new ones, but they were either 
too kind or too rough ; the iirft ihe feared would 
(hew a Weaknefs of Spirit, fince he had given her 
Occafion of Jealoufy j 'the laft ihe feared would 
difoblige if all thofe Jealoufies were falfe; ihe 
therefore tore thofe lafl ihe had writ, and before 
fhe fealed up the firil ihe read Philamler*s Letter 
again, but ftill ended it with Fears that did not 
leflTen thofe ihe had firfl conceived ; ilill ihe thought 
ihe had more to fay, as Lovers do, who are never 
weary of Speaking or Writing to the dear Objed 
of their Vows ; and having already forgotten 
what ihe had juft faid before — and her Heart being 
by this Time as full as ere ihe began, ihe took up 
her complaining Pen, and made it fay this in the 
Covert of the Letter. 

Oh Philander! Oh thou eternal Charmer of 
my Soul, how fain I would repent me of the 
cruel Thoughts I have of thee ! When I had fi- 
niihed this Inclofed I read again thy chilling Let- 
ter, and ftrove, with all the Force of Love and 
foft Imagination, to find a dear Occafion of aik- 
ing Pardon for thofe Fears which prefs my break- 
ing Heart : But oh, the more I read, the more 
they flrike upon my tenderefl Part, — fomething 
fo'very cold, fo carelefs and indifFeret you end 

your Letter with 1 will not think of it— —by 

Heaven it makes me rave and hate my little 

Power, that could no longer keep thee foft and 
kind. Oh if thofe killing Fears (bred by Exceis 
of Love) are vainly taken lip, in Pity, my Ado- 
rable — in Pity to my tortured Soul convince them, 
redrefs the Torment of my jealous Doubts, and 
I either 
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either Way. confirm me ; be kind to her that dies 
arid languiflbes for thee, return me all the Softneft 
that firlt charmed me, or frankly tell me my ap- 
proaching Fate. Be generous or be kind to the ^ 
unfortunate and undone 

SYLVU. 

She thought (he had ended here, biit here again 
fhe read Philander^s Letter, as if on Purpofe to find 
new Torments out for a Heart too much preffed 
already; a Sour that is always mixt with. the 
Sweets of Love, a Pain that ever accompanies 
the Pleafure. Love elfe were not to be numbered 
among the Paflions of Men, and was at firS or- 
dained in Heaven for fome divine Motion of the 
Soul, till Adaniy with his Lofs of Paradife^ de-% 
bauched it with Jealoufies, Fears and Curiof|ties, 
and mixt it with all that was afflidking ; but you'll 
fay he had Reafon to be jealous, whofe Woman, 
for Want of other Seducers, liftened to the Serpent, 
and for the Love of Change, would give Way 
even to a Devil ; this little Love of Novelty and 
Knowledge has been entailed upon her Daughters 
ever fince, and I have known more Women ren- 
dered unhappy and miferable from this Torment 
of Curiofity, which they bring >ipon themfelves, 
than have ever been undone by lefs villainous Men. 
One of this Humour was our haughty and charm- 
ing Sylvia^ whofe Pride and Beauty poflefiing her 
with a Belief that all Men were born to die her 
Slavey, made her uneafy at every A6llon of the 
Lover (whether beloved or not) that did but feem 
to flight her Empire: But where indeed (he loved .* 
and doted, as now in Philander^ this Humour 
put her on the Rack at every Thought or Fancy 
that he might break his Chains, and having laid the 
laft Obligation upon him, (he expefted him to be 
her Slave for ever, and treated him with all the 

L haughty 
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haughty Tyranny of her Se^j, in all thofc Moments 
when Softnefs was not predominant in her Soul. 
She was chagrin at every Thing, if but difpleafed 
with one Thing ; and while fhe gave Torments to 
others, flie failed not to feel them the moft fenfibljr 
herfelf ; fo that ftill fearching for new Occafion 
of Quarrel with Philander^ fhe 4rew on heifelf 
moft intolerable Pains, fuch as doubting Lovers 
feci after long Hopes and confirmed Joy ; ftic reads 
and weeps, and when fhe came to that Part of it 
that inquired of the Health and Being of the Pledge 
of Love — fhe grew fo tender that me was almofl 
fainting in her Chair, but recovering fiom the fofit 
RefledHon, and finding fhe had faid nothing of it 
already, fhe took her Pen again and writ. 

You afk me, oh charming Phikmdery how the 
Pledge of our foft Hours thrives : Alas, as if it 
moant to brave the worft of Fate! It does advance 
my Sorrows, and all your Cruelties have ndt de- 
flroyed that : But I ftill bear about me the Deftiny 
of many a fighing Maid, that this (who will, I 
am fure, be like Philander) will ruin with lus 
Looks. , 

Thou facred Treafure of my Soul, forgive ftie, 
if I have wronged thy Love, Adieu. 

JShe made an End of writing^this, juft when An- 
tonet arrived, and told her UdJavio was alighted 
at the Gate, and coming to vifit her, which gave 
her Occafion to fay this of him to Philander, 

I think I had not ended here, but that OSfavioj 
the braveft and the beft of Friends, is come to 
vifit me. The only Satisfaftion I have to fupport 
my Life in Philander'^ Abfence. Pay \iitti thofe 
Thanks that are due to him from mej pay 
him for all the generous Cares he has taken of me : 
beyond a Friend ! Almoft Philander in his bloom- 
ing Pailion, when it was all new and young, and 
ful! of Duty, could not have rendered me his Ser- 
I vice 
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vice with a more awiiil Induftry : Sure he was 
made jfor Love atid glorious Friendfliip. Cherifh 
film then, preferve him next your Soul, for he is 
a Jewel fit for fuch a Cabinet : His Form, his 
Parts, and every nobk Aftion, fliews us the Royal 
Race from whence he Iprung, and the vidlorious 
Orange confefles him his own in every Virtue, 
and in every Grace ; nor can the Illegitimacy 
cclipfe hhn : Sure he was got in the firlt Heat of 

Love., which formed him fo a Heroe But no 

more. Philander is 0s kmd a Judge as 

SYLVIA. 

She had no (boner finlflied this and fealed it^ 
but Gravis came into the Chamber, and witli 
' fuch an Air, with fuch a Grace and Mien he ap-i 
pToached her — ^with all the Languiihment of foft 
uembKng Love, in his Face, which with the Ad- 
dition of the Drefe he was that Day in, (which 
wisis extremely rich and advantagious, and altoge- 
ther fuch as pleafcs the Vanity of Women,) I 
have fmce heard the charming Sylvia fay, in Spite 
of her Tendemefs for Philander j jBie founjd a foft 
"Emotion in her Soul, a kind of Pleafure at his 
Approach, which made her Wufh with fome kind 
of Anger at her own Eafmefs. Nor could Ihe 
have blufhed in a more happy Seafon ; for OSfavio 
faw it, and it- ferved at once to add a Luftre to 
her paler Beauty, and to betray fome little kind 
Sentiment, which poffeffed him with a Joy that 
Bad the fame EfFe<£i:s on him : Sylvia faw it ; and 
the Care flie took to hide her o^Vn, fef ved but to 
increafe her Blufhes, which put her into a Con- 
ftifion fhe bad much ado to reclaim: She caft 
her Eyes to Earth, and leaning her Cheek on her 
Hand, flie continued on her Seat without paying 
him that ufual Ceremony flie was wont to do ; 
while he flood Speechlefs for a Moment, gazing 
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on .her with infinite SatisfaSion : When fhe, to 
afTiime a Formality as well as fhe could, rofe up 
and cried, (fearing he had feen too miich) Odlavio, 
/ have been conftdering after what Manner I ought 
to receive you? And while I was fo^ 1 left thofe 
.Civilities unpaid^ which your Quality and my good 
Manners ought to have rendered you. Ah^ Madam^ 
replied he fighing, if you would receive me as I 
merited^ arid you oughts at leajl you would receive 
me as the mofi pajfionate Lover that ever' adored 
you, I was rather believing^ - faid Sylvioy that I 
ought to have received you as my Foe\ fmce you 
conceal from me fo long what you canmt but believe 
J am extremely impatient of hearings and what fo 
nearly concerns my Repoje, At this, he only 
anfwering with a Sigh, flie purfued, Sure^ 0£la- 
vio, you under/land me : Philander'^ Anfwer to the 
Letter of your confefftng PaJJton^ has not fo long 
been the Subje^ of our Difcourfe and ExpeSiatioK, 
hut you guefs at what I mean? O^avio^ who on 
all Occafions wanted not wit, or R^eply, was 
here at a Lo(s what to anTwer; notwithftanding 
he had confidered before what he would fay : But 
let thofe in Love fancy, and make what fine 
Speeches they pleafe, and believe themfelves fur- 
niihed with Abundance of eloquent Harangues, at 
the Sight of the dear Obie<a they lofe them all, and 
Love teaches them a DialecSt much more prevailing, 
without the Expence of duller Thought : And 
they leave unfaid all they had fo floridly formed 
before, a figh a thoufand Things with more Sue- 
cefs: Love, like. Poetry, cannot be taught, but 
uninftru6led flows without painful Study, if it be 
true 5 , it is born in the Soul, a noble Infpiration, 
not a Science ! Such was 0^avio*Sy he thought it 
difhonourable to be guilty of the Meannefs ot a 
Lye; and fay he had no Anfwer : He thought it 
rude to fay he had one and would not Ihcw it 

Sylvia ; 
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Sylaiv ; aiid he believed it the Height of ungenerous 
Bafenefs to fliew it. While he remained this Mo- 
ment filent, Sylvia^ whofe Love, Jealoufy, and 
Impatience ehdured no Delay, with a malicious 
half Smile, and a Tone all angry. Scorn in her 

Eyes, and Paflion on her Tongue, fhe cried 

It is welly OiS^avio, that you fo early let rm knovy^ 
you can he falfe^ unjuft^ and faithlefs ; you knew 
your Power y and in Pity to that Youth and Eajt^ 
nefs you found in me^ have given a civil TVarninr 
to my Heart. Jn this I mvji confefsy continued 
fee, you have given a much greater Tejiimony of 
your Friend/hip for Philander, than your PaJJion 
for Sylvia, and I fuppofe you came not here to re-* 
fohe yourfelf which you Jhculd prefer ; that was de- 
cided ere you arrive d^ and this Ptjit I imagine was 
only to put me out of Doubt: A Piece of Charity 
you might have fpared. She ended this with a 
Scorn, that had a thoufand Charms, becaufe it 

fave him a little Hope ; and he anfwcred with a 
igh, Ahy Madamy how very eafy you find it to en- 
iertain Thoughts difadvantagious of me: And how 

fmall a Fauh your Wit and Cruelty can improve to ^ 
a Crime! You are not offended at my Friendjhip 

for Philander. / know you do not value my Lifey 
and my Repofe fo muchy as to he concerned whoy or 
what Jhares this Heart that adores you! Noy it has 
not merited that Glory \ nor dare I prefume to hope, 

you Jhould fo much as wijh my PaJJion for Sylvia, 

JhoM furmount my Friendjhip to Philander. If I didy 
, replied fee with a Scorn, I perceive I might wiJh in 
vain. Madamy anfwered he, / have too Divine an 
Opinion of the fu/lice of the charming Sylvia to helieve 
I ought y or could make my Approaches to her Hearty 
by Ways fo hafe and ungenerouSy the Rejult of even 
tolerated Treafon is to hate the Traytor, Ohy ycu 
are very nicey Oftavio, replied Sylviay in your 
Punlfilio to Philander j but 1 perceive you are not 
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fo tender in thofe you ought to have for Sylvia : / 
find Honour in you Men^ is only what you pleafe 
to make ity for at the fame Time you think it unge- 
nerous to betray Philander, you helieve it no Breach 
of Honour t9 betray the eternal Repofi of Sylvia* 
You have fromijfed Philander your Friendjhip ; you 
have avowed yourfelf my Lever y my Slave ^ my 
Friendy my every Thing j and yet not om of thefe 
has any Tye to oblige you to my Interefl : Pray tell 
me^ continued flie, when you la/i writ to him ; was 
it not in order to receive an Anfwer from him ? 
And was not I to fee that Anfwer ? And here you 
think it no Dijhonour to break your Word or Pro- 
niife ; by which I find your falfe Notions of Virtue 
and Honour^ with which you fierce yourfoheSy whe^ 
Intercfty Dejign^ or Self-Love makes you think it 
necejfary, Madamy replied O^avioy you are plenfed 
to purfue your Anger y as if indeed I had Sfoheyei 
your Commandy or refufed to Jhe^ you zuhat you. 
imagine I have from Philander : J^i, / do^ rcplie4 
fce haftily ; and wonder why you fi^ouli have a, 
greater Frie'adjhip for Philander, than for Sylvia j^ 
rfpecially if it be tru^ that you fayy you have- joit^d 
Love to Friendjhip: Or are you cf the Opinion of 
thofey that cryy they cannot he a Lover and a Friend 
of the fame ObjeSL Ahy Madaniy cried our per-^ 
plexed Lover, / beg you to believey I tbinJk it f^ 
much more my Duty and Inclination to ferve ami 
obey Sylvia, than I do Philander, that I fwear to. 
youy oh charming ' Conquer efs of my Souly if Phi- 
lander have betrayed Sylvia, he has at the fiam* 
Time betrayed OiSavio, and that 1 would revongo 
it with the Lofs of my Life: In injuring the adfirabU 
Sylvia, believe mcy lovely Maidy he injures f^ 
much more than a Friendy as Honour is ahuve the 
Inclinations \ if he wrong yoUy hy Heaven he cancels: 
all! He wrongs my Souly my Honour y Miflrefs^ emd 
my Sifler: Fearing be tad f^ t^ wuch> he 
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ftopped and fighed at the Word Sifter, and cafting 
4own his Eyes, blufliing with Shame and Anger, 
he co/itini^. Oh give m$ leave t9fay a Si/ier^ Ma^ 
damx i^Ji Miftrefs had. been too daring and pre^ 
fianpiMflUh <wrf a Title that would not jujiifi my 
^uarr^l.halffo welly Jince it would take the Honour 
from my jujl Refentment^ and blaft it with the 
Scandal of Self^IntereJi. or jealous Revenge. What 
yot$ fayy replied ihe,. defetves Ahmdance of Acknow- 
ledgment \ hut if you would have me beUeve yoUy 
you ought ip hide nothing from me ; and he^ me^ 
thinks y that was Jk daring to ^cot^fs his Pajjion to 
PbilaAdor, may after thaty venture on any Dif- 
^fivery : In jhorty Oftavio, / demand to fee 
the Ritum you have from Philander, for pof 
fibly^f — (kid flie, fweetening her charming Face 
into a Smile de%ned, I Jhould not be difpleafed 
to. find 1 might with more Freedom receive your 
44ir^Sy atd on the Coldnefs ^Philander'i Rea^ 
fomng vuxy depend a great Part of your FaUy or 
Ftn^ne: Qfme^ conuy produce pur Credentials^ 
ikey may recommend your Heart more effe£lually 
than all the fine Things you can fay ; you know how 
the leqfi Appearance of a Slight from a Lover may 
adsMnfie Ae Pride of a Mi/irejs. 5 and Pride in this 
AfipM will be your beA Advocate, Thus fhe infinu- 
ated widi all her Female Arts^ and put on all 
her Charms of Lookfr and Saika^ fweetened her 
J^outh, foftened her Yoke and Eyes, afltiming 
all the Tendernds and little A£[e£kations her fubtle 
Sex was capable c^, while ke lay dl raviihed and 
n^naoA expiriixg at her Feet; fometimes tranfported 
with imagined Joys in the Pofieffion of the dear 
fiattering Charmer^ he wa» ready- to unravel all 
the Secrets of Piilander\ Letter; but Honour 
yet wa$ even above his Pafion, and made him 
Uuib at his firft baily Thought > and now he 
ftrove to put her off with all die Art be^ could, 
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who had fo very little in his Nature, and whofe 
real Love and perfe(9: Honour had fet him abov^ 
the little Evafions of Truth, who fcorned in all 
other Cafes the Bafenefs and Cowardice of a Lie ; 
and fo unfuccefsful now was the liftlehoneft Cheats 
which he knew not how to manage weH, that it was 
foon difcovered to the witty, jealous, and angry 
Sylvia: So that after all the Rage a pailionate 
Woman could exprefs, who believed herfelf in* 
jured by the only two Perfons in the World from 
whom {he expe<^ed moft Adoration ; ihe had re- 
courfe to that natural and foftening Aid of her Sex, 
her Tears ; and having already reproached OSiavia 
with all the Malice of a defeated Woman, fhe 
now continued it in fo moving a Manner, that our 
Htroe could no longer i^emain unconquered by that 
powerful Way of Charming, but unfixed^ to all he 
had. ^efolved, gave up, at leaft, a Part of the Se- 
cret, and owned he had a Letter from Philander ; 
and after this Confeffion knowing very well he 
could not keep her from the Sight of it ; no^ the* 
an Empire were rendered her to buy it off; his 
Wit was next employed how he fhould defend the 
Senfe of it, that ftie might not think Philander 
fahe. In order to- this, he, forcing a Smile, told 
her, that Philander was the moft malicious of his 
Sex, and had contrived the beft Stratagem in the 

.^ World to find whether Syhia ftill loved, or OSla^ 
vio retained his Friendlhip fot him : And but thatj 
continued he, / know the Nature of your curious 
Sex to be fuch^ that if I Jhould perfuade you not to 
fee it^ it would but the more inflame your Dejh'e of 
feeing it; J would ajk no more of the charming 
Sylvia, than that Jhe would not oblige me to Jhew 
what would turnfo greatly to my own Advantage .• 
If I were not too fenftble^ it is but to entrap me^ 
that Philander has taken this Method in his Anjwet. 

^ Believe mcy adorable Sylvia, I plead againft my own 
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Ltfe^ whik J beg you not to put my Honour to the 
Teji'i hy commanding me to Jhew this Letter^ and 
that I join againft the Intereji of my own. Eternal 
Repofe while I plead thus. She hears him with a 
hundred Changes of Countenance. Love, Rage, 
aAd Jealoufy fwell in her fierce Eyes, her Breath 
beats fhort, and flie was ready to burft into Speak- 
ing bef6re he had finiflied what he had to fay ; flie 
called up all the little Difcretion and Reafon Love 
had left her to manage herfelf as (he ought in this 
great Occafion 5 (he bit her Lips, and fwallowed 
her rifmg Sighs j but he foon faw the Storm 
he had raifed, and knew not how to ftand ^he 
Shock of its Fury ; he fighs, he pleads in vain, 
. and the more Jie endeavours to exqufe the Levity 
of Philander^ the more he rends her Heart, and 
fets her on the Rack ; and concluding him falfe, . 
fhe coiuld no longer contain her Rage, but broke 
out into all the r ury that Madnefs can infpire, 
and from one Degree to another wrought her Pai- 
fion to the Height of Lunacy : She tore her Hair, 
and bit his Hands that endeavoured to reftrain 
her's from Violence, fhe rent the Ornaments from 
her fair Body, and difoovered a thoufand Charms 
and Beauties ; and finding now that both his Strength 
and Reafon were too weak to prevent the Mifchiefs 
he found he had brought on her, he calls for Help : 
When Brilliard was but too ready at Hand, with "" 
Antonet^ and fome others, who came to his Afli- 
ilance. Brilliard^ who knew nothing of the Oc- 
cafion of all this, believed it the fecond Part of 
his own late Adventure, and fancied that 06lavio 
had ufed fome Violence to her; upon this he af- 
fumes the Authority of his Lord, and fecretly that 
of a Hufband or Lover, and upbraiding the inno- 
cent O^crvio with his Brutality, they fell to fuch 
Words as ended in a Challenge the next Morning, 
for Brilliard appeared a Gentleman, Companion to 
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his Lord; and one whom O^avic could not well 
refufe : This was not carried fo filently but An- 
Smety bufy as (he was about her raving Ladj^ 
heard the Appointment, and (Uiavio quitted the 
Chamber almoft as much difturbed as S^ma^whonij 
with much ado, they perfuaded him to leave;, but 
before he did fo, he on his Knees offered her the 
Letter, and implored her to receive k ; fo abfo- 
lutely his Love had vanquifhed his nobler Part, 
that of Honour. But flie attending no Motions 
but thofe of her own Ra^e, had no Regard eithei 
to O^avio^s Proffer, or his Arguments of Excufe j 
fo that he went away with the Letter in all the 
Extremity of Difbrder. This laft Part of his Sub- 
mijlion was not feen by BrilUard\ who immedi* 
ately left the Chamber, upon receiving OUayio^^ 
Anfwer to his Challenge ; fo that Syhia was now 
left with her Woman only; who by Degrees 
brought her to more Calmiiefs; and BriUiard^ 
impatient to hear the Reproaches he hoped Oie 
would give OSiavio when (he was returned to Rea- 
ibn, being curious of any Thing that might redound 
to his Difadvantage, whom he took to be a power- 
ful Rival, returned again into her Chamber: But 
in lieu of hearing what he wifhed, Syhta being 
recovered from her Paffion of Madneis, and her 
Soul in a State of thinking a little with Reafon^ 
ihe mifles O£fceuio in the Croud, and with a' Voice 
her Rage had infeebled to a Languifhment, fhe 

cried furveying carefully thofe about her. Oh 

where is 06i'^vio i Where is that Angel Man? He 
who of atl his Kind can give me ConrfhrU? Madam^ 
replied Antonet^ he is gene; while he was here^ 
he kneeled and prayed in vain^ hut far a Word^ or 
Look ; his Tears are yrt remaining wet upon your 
Feet^ and all /or one fenftble Reply ^ hut Rage had. 
deafened' you \ what has he done td merit this? Oh 
Antonet, cried Sylvia — —A wa$ vjhat ht would 

not 
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not ddy that makes me rav&\ run^ hajie and fetch 

hbn hofih But let him leave his Honour all be^ 

hind: Telt him he has too much Confiderafion for 
Philander, and none for my Repofe. Oh^ Bnl- 

liard, Have I no Friend in view dares carry a 

Meffage from me to 0<3avio ? Bid him return^ oh 
injlantly return~^"I die^ I languijh for a Sight of 

him Defcending Angels would not be Jo welcome 

Why fland ye ^l ^have I no rower with 

you Will none e^^— --Then running haltily to 

^ the Chamber Door, (he called her Page, to whom 

fhe cried Hajle^ hqfte^ dear Toutij and find 

Oftavio out<i and bring him to me injlantly: Tell 
him I die to fee him. The Boy, glad of fo kind 
a Meffage to fo liberal a Lover, runs on his Er- 
rand, while flie returns to her Chamber, and en- 
deavours to recolledl her Senfes againft OSfavio*s 
coming as much as pofliblv (he could : She dif- 
mifles her Attendant with Jifterent Apprchcnfions ; 
fometimes Brilliard believed this was the fecond 
Part of her firft Raving, and having never feen 
her thus, hut for Philander^ concludes it the Height 
of Teridernefs and Paffion for OSIavio ; biit becaufe 
fhe made fo puhlick a Declaration of it, he believed 
he had given her a Philter, which had raifed her 
Flame fo much above the Bounds of Modefty and 
Discretion ; concluding it fo, he knew the ufual 
EfFeSs of Things of that Nature, and that nothing 
could allay the Heat of fuch a Love but Pofleffion ; 
and eafdy deluded with every Fancy that flattered 
his Love, mad, ftark-mad, by any Way to obtain 
the laft BleiSrig with Sylvia^ he confults with 
Antonet how to get one of OSiavio^s Letters out 
of her Lady's Cabinet, and feigning many frivplous 
Reaibns, which deluded the ^amorous Maid, he 
perfuaded her to get him one, which ifhe did in 
half an Hour after j for by this Time Sylvia being 
in a3 much Tranquillity as it was poffible a Lover ' 
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could be in, who had the Hopes of knowing all 
the Secrets of the falfe Betrayer, (he had called Jn- 
tonet to drefs her ; which (he refolved fhould be in 
all the carelefs Magnificence that Art or Nature 
could put on ; to charm OSiavio wholly to Obe- 
dience, whom (he had fent for, and whom (he 
cxpefted ! But (he was no fooner fet to her Toy- 
let, but O^avfo's Page arrived with a Letter 
from his Mafter, which (he greedily fnatched, and 
read this : 


OcTAvio to Sylvia. 

T) Y this Time, oh charming Sylvia^ give me leave 
^ to hope your Rage is abated, and your Reafon 
returned, and that you will hear ajittle from the 
moft unfortunate of Men, whom you have reduced 
to this miferable Extremity of lofing either the Ado- 
rable Objeft of his Soul, or his Honour : If you 
can prefer<a little Curiofity that will ferve but to 
afflifit you, before either that or my Repofe, what 
Efteem ought I to believe you have for the unfor- 
tunate OSfavio: And if you bateriie,as it is evident, 
if you compell me to the Extremity of lofing my 
Jlepofe or Honour, what Reafon or Argument 
have I to prefer fo carelefs a Fair One above the 
laft? It is certain you neither do nor can love 
me now ; and how much below that Hope (hall 
the expofed and abandoned Ocfavio be, when he 
(hall pretend to that Glory without his Honour ? 
Believe me, charming Maid, I would facrifice my 
Life, and my entire Fortune at your leaft Com- 
mand to ferve you j but to render you a Devoir 
that muft point me ^out the bafeft of my Sex, is 
what my Temper muft refift in Spite of all the 
Violence of my Love ; and I thank my happier 
Stars, that they have given me Refolution enough 

rather 
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rather to fall a Sacrifice to the laft, t)ian be guilty 
of the Breach of the firft: Thisis the laft and pre- 
fent Thought and Pleafure of my Soul^ and left 
it fhould, by the Force of thofe Divine Ideas 
which eternally furfound it, be foothed and flat- 
tered from its noble Principles, I will to Morrow 
put myfelf out of the Hazard of Temptation, and 
divert if poffible, -by Abfence, to the Campagne, 
thofe foft importunate Betrayers of my Liberty, 
that perpetually follicit in Favour of you : I dare 
not fo much as bid you Adieu, one Sight of that 
bright Angel's Face would undcj me, ynfix my 
nobler Refolutlon, and leave me a defpicable 
Slave, fighing my unrewarded Treafon at your 
infenfible Feet : My Fortune I leave to be difpofed 
by you ; but the' more ufelefe Neceflary I will for 
ever take from thofe lovely Eyes, who can look 
on nothing with Joy, but the happy Philander :. 
If I have denied you one Satisfa6tion, at leaft I 
have given you this other of fecuring you eternally 
from the Trouble and Importunity of. Madam, 
your faithful^ 

OCTAVIO. 

This Letter to any other lefs fecure of her 
Power than was our fair Subjeft, would have 
made them impatient, and angry ; but flie found 
th^t there was fomething yet in her Power, the 
Difpenfation of which could foon recal him from 
any Refolution he was able to make of abfenting 
himfelf. Her Glafs flood before her, and every 
Glance that Way was an Affurance and Security 
to her Heart ; fhe could not fee that Beauty, and 
doubt its Power of Perfuafion. She therefore 
took her Pen, and writ him this Anfwer, being 
in a Moment furniflied with all the Art and Sub- 
tilty that was neceflary on this^ Occafion. 

Syl- 
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Sylvia to^ Octaviq, 

THO'I have not Beauh^ enough to command 
your Heart ; at teaft allow me, Senfe enough 
to oblige your Belief, that I fancy and refent all 
that die Letter contains which you have dented 
me, and that I am not of thajt oort of Women^ 
whofe Want of Youth or Beauty renders fo con- 
ftant to purfue the Ghoft of a departed Love : ft 
is enough to jiiftify my Honour, that I was not 
the firft Aggreffor. I find ijiyfelf purfued by too 
many Charms of Wit, Youth, and Gallantry, to 
bjiry myfelf beneath the Willows, or to whine 
away my Youth by murmuring Rivers, or betake 
me to the laft Refiife of a declining Beauty, a 
Monaftery : No, my Lord, when I have revenged 
and recompenfed myfelf for the Injuries of one 
Inconftant, with the^ Joys a thoufand imploring 
Lovers offer, it will be Time to be weary of a 
World, which yet every Day prefents me new 
Joys ; and I fwear to you, O^avioy that it was 
more to recompenfe what I owed your Paffioii, 
that I defired a convincing Proof of Philander'^ 
Falihood, than for any other Reafon, and you have 
too much Wit not to know it; for what other 
Ufe could I make of the Secret ? If he be fialfe 
he is gone, unworthy of me, and impoffible to be 
retrieved; and I would as foon dye my fullied 
Garments, and wear them over again, as take to 
my Embraces a reformed Lover, the Native firft 
Luftre of whofe Paffion is quite extindl, and is 
no more the fame j no, my Lord, (he "muft be 
poor in Beauty, that has Kecourfe to Shifts fo 
mean ; if I wouM know the Secret, by all that is 
jood it wtre to bate him heartily, and to diipofe 
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of my Per&A to the beft Advant^ } which in 
Honour I cannot do, while I am unconvinced of 
the F^fenefs of him with whom I exchanged a 
thou&nd Vows of Fidelity i but if he unlink the 
Chaiii, lam at perf eft Liberty j and why ^ this 
Delay you fhould make me lofe my Time, I am not 
able to conceive, unlefs you fear I fhould then 
take you at your Word, and expeft the Perform- 
ance of all the Vows of Love you have made 
me If that be it — my Pride fhall be your Secu- 
rity, or if other Recompence you expe^ft, fet'the 
Price upon your Secret, and jfee at what Rate I 
fliall purchafe the Liberty it will procure me ; 
poflibly it may be fuch as may at once infranchize 
me, and revenge me on the perjured Ingrate, 
than which nothing can be a greater Satisfaction 
to 

She feals this Letter with a Wafer, and giving 
It to Antonet to give the Page, believing fhe had 
writ what would not be in vain to the quick- 
fighted OSfavio\ Antonet takes both that and th6 
other which O^lavio had font, and left her Lady 
bufy in dreffing her Head,' and went to Brilliard^s 
Chamber, who thought every Moment an Age 
till, fhe came, fo vigorous he was on his new De- 
fign; That which was fent to OSfavioy being 
fealed with a wet Wafer, he neatly opens, as 
it was eafy to do, and read, and Sealed again, and 
Antonet delivered it to the Page, After receiving 
what Pay Bnilliard cowld force himfelf to beftow 
upon her, fome Flatteries of djflembled Love, and 
fome cold Kifles, which even Imagination could 
not render better, fhe returned to her Lady, and 
he to his Stratagem, which was,tp counterfeit 4 
Letter from OSfcmio \ fhe having in her's given him 
a Hinti by bidding him fet a Price upon the Secret, 

which 
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which he had heard was that of a Letter from Phi-' 
lander^ with all the Circuniftances of it, from the 
faithleis Jntonetj whom Love had betrayed ; and 
after blotting muth Paper to try every Letter 
through the Alphabet, and to produce them like 
thofe of O^awoy which was not hard for a Lover 
of Ingenuity, he fell to the Bufinefs of what he 
would write \ and having finifhed it to his Liking, 
his next Trouble was how to convey it to her; 
for O^avio always fent his by his Pace, whom he 
could truft. He now was certain of Love between 
them ; for though he often had perfuaded Antonet to 
bring him Letters, yet (he could not be wrought 
on till now to betray her Truft ;' and what he 
long apprehended, he found too true on both 
Sides, and now he waited but for an Opportunity 
to fend it feafonably, and in a lucky Minute. In 
the mean Time Sylvia adorns herfelf for an abfo- 
lute Conqueft, and difpofmg herfelf in the moft 
charmins:, careleis, and tempting Manner (he could 
devife, (lie lay, expefting her coming Lover, on a 
Repofe of rich Embroidery of Gold on blue Sat- 
tin, hung within-fide with little amorous Piftures 
of Venus defcending in her Chariot naked to ^- 
donis^ (he embracing, while the Youth, more eager 
of his rural Sports, turns half from her in a Po- 
fture of purfuing his Dogs, who are on theii: 
Chace : Another of Armida^ who is dreffing the 
fleeping Warrior up in Wreaths of Flowers, while 
a hundred little Loves are playing with his gilded 
Armour ; this puts on his Helmet too big for his 
little Head that hides his whole Face ; another 
makes a Hobby-Horfe of his Sword and Lance j 
andther fits on his Breaft-piece, while three or 
four little Cupids are feeming to heave and help 
him to hold it an End, and all turned the Emblems 
of the Heroe into Ridicule. Thefe, and fome 
other of the like Nature, adorned the Pavilion of 

the 
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the languifliing fair One, who lay carrfefly on 
her Side, her Arm leaning on little Pillows "of 
Point of Venice^ and a Book of Amours in her 
other Hand. Every Noife alarmed her with trcmh- 
ling Hope that her Lover was come, and I have 
heard flie faid, (he yerily believed, that a£ling and 
feigning the Lover poiTeiled her with a Tendcr- 
nefs againft her Knowledge and Will ; and fhc 
found fomething more in her Soul than a bare 
Curiofity of feeing OSiavio for the Letter's Sake : 
But in lieu of her Lover, fhe found herfelf once 
more approached with a Billet from bim^ which 
brought this. 

O c T A V I o to Sylvia. 

71 H, Syhia, he muft be more than human that 
-^^ can withftand your Charms j I confcfs my 
Frajlty, and fall before you the weakeft of my Sex, 
* and own I am ready to believe all your dear Let-* 
ter contains, and have Vanity enough to wreft 
every hopeful Word to my own Intereft, and in 
Favour of my own Heart: What will become of 
me, if my eafy Faith fhould only flatter me, and 
I with Shame fiiould find it was not meant to 
me, or if it were, it was only to draw me from a 
Virue which has been hitherto the Pride and 
Beauty of my Youth,, the Glory of my Name, my 
Comfort and Refuge in all Extremes of Fortune ; 
the eternal Companion, Guide and Counfellor of 
all my Actions : .Yet this Good you only have 
Power to rob me of, and leave me expofed to the 
Scorn of all the laughing World ; yet give me 
Love ! Give me but Hope in lieu of it, and I am 
content to diveft myfelf of all befides. 

Perhays you will fay I a(k too mighty a Rate 
for fo poor a Secret. But even in that there lies 

one 
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one of fluy owti, thai will more expofe the Feebk- 
nefs of my Blood sui^d Name, than the Dikov^ry 
vill me in particular,^ b that I know not what | 
do, when I give you up the Knowledge you de-^ 
fire. Still you will fay ^ this is to iniaAce its 
Value, and raife the Price : And oh, I fbar yoi| 
liay<s tau^t my Soul every Qjjiality it fears and 
dreads in yours, anul learnt it to chaffer for every 
Thought,, if I could fix upon the Rate to* iiell it 
at: And I with Shame eonfefs I wouU b^ mer-* 
cenary, could we but agree upon the Price ; but 
my Refpe£k forbids me all Things but fiknt Hope^ 
and that, in Spite of me and all my ReafpHo will 
predominate ; for the reft I will wholly reiign my- 
felf, and all the Faculties of my ~Soul, to the 
charming Arbitrator of my Peace, the powerful 
Judge of Love, die adorable S^/z;/^; and at her Feet 
MMcr aU flie demands ', ' yes, ihe ftatt find me 
4iare to juftify 9U ^ We8^e& this pr^fi^ms % 
Sac I «0A&fs,.oJi^ toe leo pQfwevfiii liAaid^ tbtf j^^u 
hftvc ak&lo^ iiMtteA 

rhttOQTJFJik 

. Shft'had w^ f«Mtf retdk tkis Lett«^, but At$^ 
Mfiy iolkead e£ hyiag it hfy canded k ¥^BriUiard^ 
aad dqsaited the Chambur to. make Waji ft>r QSkt* 
wi^ who ihe imagined was comiiig to siake. hii$ 
Vifit, and left Sykua confidering bow file flmiM 
^fianage him to the heft Advantage,, and wsi A moft 
BiMiour acquit hosfelPof what me had made him 
hope; but ii^ead of his coming to. wait oa hsr» 
aA^unfxpe£ked Accident arrived to- prevent hina; 
Ibr a Mefieiiger from the Prince eame with Com- 
mands that he fhouki fi>Bthwith come to his Hi|^ 
nefe, the Mefienger having oomiiiaiid to hnng 
him along with him : So that not able to difobey, 
he only begged Time to write a Note of .Bufinefs, 
which was a BiU^ to Sylvia to excuib himfidf 

tUl- 
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till rfie next Day ; for it being fisre Leagues to 
the Village where the Pirince waited his coming-, 
he could not return that Night ; which was the 
Bufinefs of the Note, with which his Page hafted 
to Syh/ia^ BrWiard, who was now a vigilant 
Lovely and waitiog for every Opportunity tha^ 
might favour hia Defign, fiiw the Rige arrive with> 
"Qit Note ; aad, aa k was ufual, he took it to carry 
tp his Conquerefs ; but meeting Aut9n& on the 
Stairs, he gave her what he had before counter- 
feited with fuch Art, after he had opened what 
0£ia^k had fent, and found Fortune was wholly 
on his Side, he having learned from the Page be- 
iides, that his. Lord ]»d taken Co»ch widi Moti^ 
fieur— *to go to his Highnefiy and would not return; 
^t Night : AfOtonety not knowing the I>eceit, car- 
ried her Lady 4lie ibrgcd Letter, who opened it 
with eager hafte, and read this, 

Tft tk (iii«rming SYLVIA. 

JMadmny 

SINCE I have a Secret, which none hut I 
can unlbld, and that you have offered at any^ 
Rale to buy it of me, give me leave to fay, that 
you, his Uveature, have another Secvet, a Jov to 
difpen&, which none , hut you can ^e the hm- 
guifibing Q£favia: If you dare purchafe this of 
mine, with that infinitely more valuable one o^ 
3^urs, I will be as iecret as Death, and think my^ 
felf happier than a fancied God!. Take what 
Methods you pteafe for the Payment, and what 
Time, order me, command me, conjure me, I 
will wait, watch, and pay my Ehity at all Hours, 
to thatch the moft convenient one to reap fo ra*« 
vifhing a Blcffing. I know you will accufe me 
with all the Confidence and Rudeneis in the 

World ; 
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World: But oh! Confider,^ lovely Sylviay that 
that Paffion which could change my Soul from 
all the Courfe of Honour, has Power to make 
me forget that nice Refpeft your Beauty awes me 
with, and my Paffion is now arrived at flich a 
Height, it obeys no Laws but its own ; and I am 
obftinately bent on the Purfuit of that vaft Pleafure 
I fancy to find in the dear, the ravifhing Arms of 
the adorable Syhia : Impatient of your Anfwer, 
I am, as Love compels me. Madam, your 
Slave, 

OCTAVIO. 

The Page, who waited no Anfwer, was de- 
parted ; but Syhia^ who believed he attended, was 
m a thoufand Minds what to fay or do : She 
blufhed, as fhe read, and then looked pale with 
Anger and Difdain, and, but that fhe had ^ready 
given her Honour up, it would have been ibme- 
thing more furprizing : But flie was ufed to 
Queflions of that Nature, and therefore^ received 
this with fo much the lefs Concern ; neverthelefs, 
it was fufficient to fill h'er Soul with a thoufand 
Agitations; but when Ihe Mrould be angry, the 
Confideration of what fhe had writ to him, to 
encourage him to this Boldnefs, flopped her Rage: 
.When £he would take it ill, fhe confidered his 
Knowledge of her loft Fame, and that took ofFa 
great Part of her Refentment on that Side ; and 
in Midft of all fhe was raving for the Knowledge 
of Pbilander^^ Secret. She rofe from the Bed, 
and walked about the Room in much Diforder, 
full of Thought and no Conclufion ; fhe is afhamed 
to confult of this Affair with Antonety and knows 
not what to fix on : The only Thing fhe was cer- 
tain of, and which was fully and undifputably 
refolved in her Soul, was never to confent to fo 
fulfe an Ai£Uoq, never to buy the Secret at io dear 

a Rate ; 
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a Rate ; (he abhors OSiavioy whom ihe regards no 
more as that fine Thing which before (he .thought 
him ; and a thoufand Times (he was about to writ« 
her Defpite and Contempt, but ftill the dear Secret 
ftaid her Hand, and (he was fond of the Totment : 
At laft Antonety who was afflided to know the 
Caufe of this Diforder, aiked her Lady if O^avio 
would not come ; No^ replied Sylvioj blulhing at 
the Name, mr never Jball the ungrateful Man dare 
to^ behold my Face any more. Jefu^ replied Antonef^ 
what has he done^ Madam^ to deferve this Seve^ 
rity ? For he was a great Benefadlor to Antoaet^ 
and j^ad already by his Gifts and Prefents made 
her a Fortune for a Burgomafter. He hasy faid 
Syhiay committed fuch an Impudence as deferves 
Death from my Hand: This (he fpoke in Rage, 
and walked away crofe the Chamber. Why^ Ma'dam^ 
cried Antonety does he deny to give you the Let^ 
ter? Noy replied Sylviay but ajks me fuch a Price 
for ity as makes, me hate myfeVy that am reduced 
by my ill ConduSi to Addrejfes of. that Nature: 
HeavenSy Madam, what can he afk you to affli^ 
youfol The prefumptuous Many faid (he (in Rage) 
has tb^ Impudence to afk what never Man, but 
Philander, was ever pojfejfed of- — At this, Antonet 

laughed Good Lordy Madamy faid fhe, and are 

you angry at fuch Deftres in Men towards you? I 

believe you are the firfl Lady in the World that 

was ever offended for being defirable : Can any 

Thing proclaim^your Beauty morey or your Touthy 

or Wit? Marry y Madamy I wijh I were worthy 

to be afked the ^ueftion by all the fnuy Dancingy 

Dreffmgy Song-making Fops in Town, And you 

would yieldy replied Sylvia: Not fo neither y replied 

, Antonet y but I would fpark myfelf and value my- 

felfthe more upon it. Oh, faid Sylvia, Jhe that is 

fo fond of hearing of Love, no doubt but will find 

fome one to pra^ife it with. That is as I Jhould 

I find 
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find ntffetf mdirui^ replkd AmmH. Syhia was 
Tiot fo intent on Jntonefs Raillery, birt ike im- 
ployed all her Thcwght the while oti what (he had 
to do : And thofe laA Wondfe of Jntomt's jogged 
a Thought that ran on to one very advantagious^ 
at leaft her prefent and firft Apprehenfion of it 
was fuch : And (he turned to Anianet^ with a Face 
more 'gay thsm it was the laft Minute, and cried. 
Prithee^ 'good Wetich^ utl me 'u^af Sort of Man 
would fioneft incline you fo a Tteldmg : if you cm^ 
mand me^ Madam^ U he free wkh yo'kf Ladyjhip^ 
replied Antonety I mujl confefs there are Uvo Sorts 
of Men that would m>ft 'oiUmrioufiy mcUn^ me i 
The firft is he that would make my Fortune beft\ 
the nexty he that would make my Pleafure\ the^ 
youngs the hanAfom-i or rather the wm-hred and 
good-humoured y hut above all^ the ManofWit^ But 
what would you fay^ AntJoftet, replied Sylvia^ if 
all theft made up in one Man Jhotid make its Ad-- 
tlrejfes to you f Why then mojf urtaiftfy^ Madim^ 
replied Antonet , / fiould yield him my Honour ^ 
after a reafonaUe Siege. TMs tho«gh the Wanton 
young Maid fpoke poiiWy tt firft more to put 
her Lady in good Humour, than from atiy IncH- 
ftation (he had to ^« ike faid ; yet after many 
Arguments upon that Subjeift, ^hia^ cunning 
enough to purfue her Ddign, brought the Bufinefs 
more Home, and told her in plain Terms, that 
O^hr^o was the Man who had been fo prefump- 
t«K)us as to alk fo great a Reward as the Pofleffion 
of" herfelP for the Secret fee defired ; and, after H 
ttoufand littie Subuleties, having made the for- 
ward Girl confefs with Bluflies fee was not a Maid, 
Ihe infinuated into her an Opinion, that what flie 
had done already '(without any other Motive than « 
that of Love, as fhe confefled, in which Intereft 
had n0 Part) would make the Trick the eafier to 
do again, especially if fhe brought to her Atms a 

Perfon 
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Perfan of Youth, Wit, Gallantry, Beauty, afHl 
^1 the diarming QuaHties that adorn a Man, and 
that be£ide3 &t fhould find it turn to good Ac^ 
count J and for her Sccrefy flic might dcpcrul upon 
it, fincc the Perfon^ to whofc Embraces fee (houkl 
fubmit herfelf, Ihould not lonow but that (he her*- 
felFwas the Woman ^ So diat, fays Syhiay I wiU 
have all the Ittfamjy and you the Keward tvery 
Way with unblemijhed Hon&tir. Whik ihc ipoke, 
the willing Maid gave an inward pleafing Atten* 
tion, though at fiift (he made a few faint modeft 
Scruples : Nor was (he lefs joyed to hear it (hould 
be OSfavioy whom (h^ knew to be rich, and very 
handfome; and (be immediately (bund the Hu- 
mour of Inconftancy (eize her ; and Brilliard ap* 
peared a very Hufbattd Lover in Comparifon of 
this new briflcer Man of Quality ; fo that after 
fome Pto*s and Con's the while Matter was 
thus concluded on between thefc two young Per* 
fons, who neither wanted Wit nor Beauty ; and 
both crowed over the Contrivance, as a moft di*- 
verting Piece of Kttle Malice, that' feould (crve 
their preferft Turn, and make ifhem. Sport (or the 
future. The tiext Thing that was confidered was 
a Latter which was to be lent 4n Anfwer, and 
that Sylvia being to write with her own Hand 
begot a new Doubt, infomuch as the whc^ Bu-^ 
finefs was at a Stand : For when it came to thsrt 
Point that (he herfelf was to confent, (he found 
Ae Proje£^ look with a Face fo foul, that (he a 
hundred Times refolved and unrefolved^ But PW- 
land^ fflled her Soul, Revenge was in her View, 
and that one Thought put her on new Refdves 
to porfue the Defign, let it be never fo bafc and 
di(honourabIe : Res^ cried (he at laft, / can commit 
no Action that is not more jujt^ excufabk and ho- 
nourable^ than that which O^avio has done to me^ 
who ufes me Hie a common Mtftrefs of the Town^ 

and 
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I and dans ajk me that which he knows he durji 

not do^ if he had not mean and abje^ Thoughts of 
me\ his Bafenefs deferves Death at my Handy if I 
bad Courage to give it him^ and the leafl I caA dp 
is to deceive the Deceiver. WeUthen^ givi^me my 
Scrutore^ fays (he j fo, fitting down, Ihe writ this, 
not without Abundance of Guilt and Confufion ; 
for yet a certain Honour, which (he had by Birth, 
checked the Cheat of her Pen. 


Sylvia /(? Octavio. 

'T^HE Price, OSiavloy which you have fet upon 
-*' your Secret, I (more generous than you) 
will give your Merit, - to which alone it is due : If 
I ftiould pay fo high a Price for the firft, you would 
believe I had the lefs Efteem for the laft, and I 
would not have you think me fo ^oor in Spirit 
to yield on any other' Terms. If I valued Phi- 
lander yet — after his f:onfinned Inconftancy, I 
would have you think I ff:orn to yield a Body 
where I do not give a Soul, and am yet to be 
perfuaded there are any fuch Brutes amohgft my 
Sex ; but as I never had a Wifli but where I 
loved, fo I never extended one till now to any 
but Philander 'y yet fo much my Senfe of Shame 
is above my growing Tendernefs, that I could 
wifh you would be fo generous to think no more 
of what you feem to purfue with fuch Earneftnefs 
and Hafte. But left I fliould retain any Sort of . 
former Love for Philander^ whom I am impa- 
tient to rafe wholly from my Soul, I grant you 
all you afk, provicled you will be difcreet in the 
Management: Antonet therefore (ball only be 
trufted with the Secret; the outward Gate you 
fhall find at twelve only. (hut to, and Antonet wait 
you at the Stairs-foot to conduct you to me ; 

came 
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come alone. I blufh and gild the Paper with their 
Reflediions, at the Thought of an Encounter like 
this, before J am half enough fecuredof your Heart. 
And that you may be made more abfolutely the 
Matter of mine, fend me immediately Philander\ 
Letter inclofed, that if any Remains of Chagrin 
pofTefs me, they may be totally vanquifhed by 
twelve o'clock. 

SYLVIA. 

She having, with much Difficulty, writ this, read 
it to her trufty Confident ; for this waa the only 
Secret of her Lady's flie was refolved never to 
difcover to Brilliard^ and to the End he might know 
nothing of it (he fealed the Letter with Wax : But 
before (he fealed it, (he told her Lady, (he thought 
(he might have fparced Abundance of her Blu(hes, 
and have writ a lefs kind Letter ; for a Word of 
Invitation or Confent would have ferved as well. 
To which Sylvia replied, her Anger againft him 
was too high not to give him all the Defeat imagi- 
able, and tfie greater the Love appeared, the 
greater would be the Revenge when he (hould come 
to know (as in Time he (hould) how like a falfe 
Friend (he had treated him. This Reafon, or any 
at that Time would have ferved Antonet^ whofe 
Heart was fet upon a new Adventure, and in fuch 
Hafte (he was (the Night coming on a-pace) to 
know how (lie (hould drefs, and what more was 
to be done, that (he only went out to call the 
Page, and meeting Brilliard (who watched every 
Bodies Motion) on the Stair-Cafe, he afked her 
what that was ; and (he faid, to fend by OSftivio's 
Page : You need not look in it^ faid (lie (when he 
fnatched it haftily out of her Hand :) F:y' I can tell 
you the Contents , and it is ftabd foy it mujl he 
known if you unrip it: IVell^ well, fail he, if you tell 
it mey it willfatisfy my Curiojity as well ; 'therefore 

' M rn 
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/'// give It the Page. She returns in again to her 
Lady, and he to his own Chamber to read what 
Anfwer the dear Obje6l of his Defire had fent to 
his forged one : So opening it, he found it fuch 
as his Soul wiflied, and was all Joy and Ecftafy; 
he views himfelf a hundred Times in the Gla/s, 
and fet himfelf in Order with all the Opinion and 
Pride, as if his own good Parts had gained him 
the Blefling ; he enlarged himfelf as he walked, 
<and knew not what to-do, fo cxtreamly was he 
ravilhed with his coming Joy; he blefled himfelf) 
his Wit, his Stars, his Fortune ; then read the 
dear obliging Letter, and kiiTed it all over, as if it 
had been meant to him ; and after he had forced 
himfelf to a little more ferious Confideration, he 
bethought himfelf of what he had to do in order 
to this dear Appointment : He finds in her Letter, 
that in the firft Place he was to fend her the Let- 
ter from Philander: I told you before he took 
OSfavioh Letter from the Page, when he under- 
ftood his Lord was going five Leag^es out of 
Town to the Prince. O^avio could not avoid his 
going, and wrote to Sylvia ;. in which he fent her 
the Letter Philander writ, wherein was the firft 
Part of the ConfeiEon of his Love to Madam the 
Countefs of Clarinau: Generoufly OSfavio fent 
it without Terms ; but Brilliard Hid his own forged 
one into Jntonefs Hand in lieu of it, and now he 
read that from Philander^ and wondered at his 
Lord's Inconftancy; yet glad of the Opportuity to 
take Sylvia^s Heart a little more off from him, he 
foon refolved fhe Ihould have the Letter; but 
being wholly mercenary, and fearing that either 
when once flie had it, it might make her go back 
from her promifed Affignation, or at leaft put her 
out of Humour, fo as to fpoil a great Part of the 
Entertainment he defigned : He took the Pains to 
counterfeit another Billet to her, which was this. 

To 
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Madam^ 


O INC Ewe have began to' chaffer, you muft 
*^ give me Leave to make the beft of the Advan- 
tage i find I have uppn you 5 and having violated 
my Honour to Philander^ allow die Breach of it 
in foflie Degree on other Occafions ; not but I 
have all the Obedience and Adoration for you that 
ever poffeffed the . Soul of a moft paffionate and 
languishing Lover : But, fair Sylvia^ I know not 
whether, when you have feen the Secret of the 
falfe Philander^ you may not think it lefs valuable 
than you before did, and fo defraud me of my 
Due. Give me Leave, oh wondrous Creature ! To 
fufpeS even the moft perfeft of your Sex ; and 
to tell, you th^t I will no fooner approach your 
Prefence, but I will refign the Paper you fo much 
wi(h. If you fend me no Anfwer, 1 will come 
according to your DireSions : If you do, I mult 
obey and wait, though with that impatience that 
never* attended a fuffering Lover, or any but. Di- 
vine Creature, your 

OCTAVIO. 

This he fealed, and after a convenient Diftance 
of Time carried as from the Page to Anto- 
nei^ who was yet contriving lyith her Lady, to 
whom ihc gives it, who read it with Abundance 
of Irtipatience, being extreamly angry at the Rude- 
nefs of the- Style, which fhe fanfied much altered 
from what it was ; and had not her Rage blinded 
her, {he might eafily have perceived the Difference 
too of the CharatSter, though it came as near to the 
like as poffible fo fhort a Pra£lice could produce ; 
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She took it with the other, and tore it in Pieces 
with Rage, and fwore fhe would be revenged ; 
but, after calmer Thoughts, (he took up the 
Pieces to keep to upbraid him with, and fell to 
weeping for Anger, Defeat and Shame ; but the 
jfprii Shower being paft, flic returned to her for- 
mer Refentment, and had fome Pleafure amidft 
all her Torment of Fears, Jealoufies, and Senfe 
o( G£favio's Difrefpeft in the Thoughts of Re- 
venge ; in order to which flie contrives how jln- 
tonet fliall manage herfelf, and commanding her 
to bring out fome fine Point Linen, flie dreiled 
up Antonefs Head with them, and put her on a 
Shift, laced with the fame ; for though ike intended 
no Light fliould be in the Chamber when Odla^ 
vio fhould ^jnter, flie knew he underflood by his 
Touch the DiiFerence of fine Things from other. 
In fine, having dreffed her exaSly as flie herfelf 
ufed to be when flie received O^iavio^s Vifits in 
Bed, flie embraced her, and fanfied flie was much 
of her own Shape and Bigneis, and that it was 
impoflible to find the Deceit : And now flie made 
Antonet drefs her up in her Cloths, and mobbing 
her Sarfenet Hood about her Head, flie appeared 
fo like Antonet (all but the Face) that it was not 
eafy to diftinguifli theA : And Night coming on 
they both long for the Hour of Twelve, though 
with different Defigns ; and having before given 
Notice that Sylvia was gone to Bed , and 
would receive no Vifit that Night, they were 
alone to finifli all their Bufinefs : This while 
BriU'wrd was not idle, but having a fine Bath 
made, he waflicd and perfumed his Body, and af- 
t^r drefied . himfelf in the fineft Linen perfumed 
that he had, and made himfelf as fit as poifible 
for his Defign ; hor was his Shape, which was 
very good, or his Stature, unlike to that of 
06lavio : And ready for the Approach, he conveys 

him* 
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himfelf out of the Houfe, telling his Footman 
he would put himfelf to Bed after his Bathing, 
and, locking his Chamber Door, ftole out » and 
it being dark, many a longing Turn he walked, 
impatient till all the Candles were out in every 
Room of the Houfe : In the mean Time, he 
employed his Thoughts on a thoufand Things, 
but all relating to Sylvia ; fometimes the Treach- 
ery he fhewed in this Action to his Lord , 
caufed fliort-lived Blufhes in his Face, which va- 
nifhed as foon, when he confidered his Lord falie 
to the moft beautiful of her Sex : Sometimes he 
accufed and curfed the Levity of Sylvia that could 
yield to OSfavia^ and was as jealous as if ftie had 
indeed been to have received that charming 
Lover ; but when his Thought directed him to 
his own Happinefs, his Pulfe beat high, his Blood 
flufhed apace in his Cheeks, his Eyes languifbed 
with Love, and his Body with a fcverifli Fit ! In 
thefe Extreams, by Turns, he paffed at leaft three 
tedious Hours, with aftriking Watch in his Fand ; 
and when it told it was twelve, he advanced near 
the Door, but finding it fhut walked yet with 
greater Impatience, every half Minute going to 
the Door ; at laft he found it yield to his Hand 
that pufhed it : But oh, what Mortal can expreft 
Jiis Joy ! His Heart beats double, his Knees tremble, 
and a Feeblenefs feizes every Limb ; he breathes 
nothing but fhort Sighs, and is ready in the dark 
Hall to fair oft the Floor, and was forced to lean 
on the Rail that begins the Stairs to take a little 
Courage : While he was there recruiting himfelf, 
intent on nothing but his vaft Joy 5 OSiavio^ who 
going to meet the Prince, being met half Way 
by that young Heroe^ was difpatched back again 
without advancing to the End of his fi\^e Leagues, 
and impatient to fee Sylvia^ after Philander'* s 
Letter that he had /ent her, or at leaft impatient to 
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hear how (he took it, and in what Condition fhe 
was, he, as foon as he alighted, went towards her 
Houfe in order to have met Antonet^ or her Page, 
or fome that could inform him of her Welfare ; tho* 
it was ufual for &ylvia to fit up very late,^and he had 
often made her V ifits at that Hour : And BriUiard^ 
wholly intent on his Adventure, had left the Door 
open ; fo that OSiavio perceiving it, believed they 
were all up in the back Rooms ■where Sylvia^s A- 
partment was towards a Garden , for he faw no 
Light forward, n But he was no fooner entered 
(which he did without Noife) but he heard a foft 
Breathing, which made him make a Stand in the 
Hall : And by and by he heard the foft Tread of 
fome Body defcending the Stairs ; At this he ap- 
proaches near, and the Hall being a Marble Floor, 
his Tread was not heard; when he heard one 

cry with a Sigh U^ho is (here? And another 

replied, // is I? Who are you ? The firft re- 
'plied, A faithful and an impatient Lover. Give 
me your Hand then replied the Female Vokej 
/ will conduct you to your Happinefsn You 
may imagine in what Surprize O^avio was at 
fo unexpedled an Adventure, and, like a jealous 
Lover, did not at all doubt but the Happinefs 
expe£led was Sylvia, and the impatient Lover 
fome one, whom he could not imagine, but 
raved within to know, and in a Moment ran 
over in his Thoughts all the Men of Quality, 
or celebrated Beauty, or Fortune in the Town, 
but was at as great a Lofs as at firft Thinking: 
But be thou who thou wilt^ cried he to him- 
felf; Traiter as thou art I will by thy Death 
revenge myfelf on the faithkfs Fair One: And 
taking out his Sword, he had advanced to- 
wards the Stairs-foot, when he heard the'm 
both foftly afcend j but being a Man of perfe6i 
good Nature, as all the Brave and Witty are, he 

reflected 
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relfe6led on the fevere Ufage he had from Sylvw% 
notwithftanding all his Induftr}^ his vaft Expence, 
and all the Advantages of Nature^ This Thought 
made him, in the Midft of all his Jealoufy and 
Hafte, paufe a little Moment; and fain he 
would have perfuaded himfelf, that what he 
heard was the Errors of his Senfe^^ or that he 
dreamed, or that it was at leaft not to Sylvia^ to 
whom this afcending Lover was advancing : But 
to undeceive him of that favourable Imagination, 
they were no fooner on the Top of the Stairs, 
but he not being many Steps behind could both 
hear and fee, by the illLight of a great Safli- Win- 
dow on the Stair-Cafe, the happy Lover enter 
the Chamber-Door of Sylvia^ which he knew too 
well to be miftaken, not that he could perceive 
who, or what they were, but two Perfons not 
to be diftinguifhed. Oh what human Fancy, (but 
that of a Lover to that Degree that was our 
young Heroe,) can imagine the Amazement and 
Torture of his Soul, wherein a thoufand other 
Paffions reigned at once, and, maugre all his 
Courage and Refolution, forced him to fmk be- 
neath their Weight ? He ftood holding himfelf up 
by the Rails of the Stair-Cafe, without having 
the Power to afcend farther, or to (hew any o- 
ther Signs of Life, but that of Sighing ; had he 
been a favoured Lover, had he been a known de- 
clared Lover to all the World, had he but hoped 
he had had fo much Intereft with the falfe Beau- 
ty, as but to have been deftgned upon for a fu- 
ture Love or Ufe, he would have rufhed in, and 
have made the guilty Night a Covert to a Scene 
of Blood ; but even yet he had an Awe upon his 
Soul for the perjured Fair One, though at the fame 
Time he refolved (he fhould be the Obje<S of his 
Hate; for the Nature of his Honeft Soul ab- 
horred an ASdoti fo treacherous and bafe : He 
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begins in a Moment from all his good Thoughts 
of her, to think her the moft jilting of her Sex ; 
he knew, if Intereil could oblige her, no Man in 
Holland had a better Pretence to* her than him- 
felf ; who had already, without any Return, even 
fo much as Hope, preiented her the Value of 
eight or ten thoufand Pounds in fine Plate and 
Jewels : If it we're loofer Defire, he fanfied him- 
felf to have appeared as capable to have ferved her 
as any Man ; but oh ! He confiders there is a Fate 
in Things, a Deftiny in Love that elevates and ad- 
vances the moft meah, deformed or abjo61:, and 
debafes and contemns the moft worthy and magni- 
ficent : Then he wonders at her excellent Art of 
diflembling for Philander -y he runs in a Mini4te 
over all her Paflions of Rage, Jealoufy, Tears 
and Softnefs ; and now he hates the whole Sex, 
arid thinks them all like Sylvia ^ than whom no- 
thing could appear more defpicable to his pre- 
fent Thcfbght, and with a Smile, while yet his 
Heart v/as infenfibly breaking, he fancies himfelf 
a very Coxcomb, a Cully, an impofed on Fool, 
'and a conceited Fop ; values Sylvia as a common 
fair Jilt, whofe whole Defign was to deceive the 
World, and make herfelf a Fortune at the Price 
of her Honour i one that receives all kind Bid- 
ders, and that he being too lavifli, and too mo- 
deft, was referved the Cully on Purpofe to be 
undone and jilted out of all his Fortune ! This 
Thought was fo perfectly fixed in him, that he 
recovered out of his Excefs of Pain, and fanfied 
himfelf^ perfedUy cured of his blind Paifion, re- 
folves to leave her to her beaftly Entertainment, 
and to depart ; but before he did fo, Sylvia^ (who 
had conduced the afiiorous Spark to the Bed, 
where the expe£ting Lady lay drefled rich and 
fweet to receive him) returned out of the Cham- 
ber, and the Light being a little more favoura- 
ble 
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We to his Eyes, by his being fo long in the Dark, 
he perceived it Antonei^ at leaft Aich a Sort of 
Figure as he fanfied her, and to confirm him 
iaw her go intx) that Chamber where he knew 
file lay; he fawher perfe£l Drefs, and all con- 
iirmed him ; thb brought him back almoft to his 
former Confufion; but yet he commands his 
Paifion, and defcended the Stairs, and got him- 
felfout of the Hall into the Street ; and-Sy/i;/^?, 
remembering the Street-Door was open, v/ent and 
ihut it, and returned to Antomt's Chamber with 
the Letter which BrilUard had given to Antmet^ 
as {he lay in the Bed, believing it Sylvia: For 
that trembling Lover was no fooner entered the 
Chamber, and approached the Bed-ilde, but he 
kneeled before it, and offered the Price of his Hap- 
pinefs, this Letter, which (he immediately gave 
to Sylvia^ unperceived, who quitted the Room : 
And now with all the eager Hafte of impatient 
Love ihe ftrikes a Light, and falls to reading the 
fad Contents ; but as ihe read, ihe many Times 
fainted over the Paper, and as ihe has fmce faid, 
it was a Wonder flie ever recovered, having no 
Body with her. By that Time (he had finiflied it, 
ihe was fo ill fhe was not able to get herfelf in* 
to Bed, but threw herfelf down on the Place 
where (he fate, which was the Side of it, in fuch 
Agony of Grief and Defpair, as never any Soul 
was poflefled of, but Syhia% wholly abandoned 
to the Violence of Lave and Defpair: It is im- 
poilible to paint a Torment to exprefe her'sby; 
and though (he had vowed to Antomt it (hould not 
at all affeft her, being fo prepoflTeffed before 5 yet 
when (he had the Confirmation of her Fears, and 
^eard his own dear foft Words addrefied to ano- 
ther Objeft, faw his Tranfports, his Impatience, 
his languifcing Induftry and Endeavour to obtain 
the new Defire of his Soul, (he found -her Re- 
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fentment above Rage,, and given over to a more 
Client and lefs fupportable Torment, brought her 
felf into a high Fever, where fhe lay without fo 
much as calling for Aid in her Extranity ; not 
that fhe was afraid the Cheat fhe had put on Or- 
tavio would be difcovered ; for fhe had lofl the Re- 
membrance that any fuch Prank was played ; and 
in this Multitude of Thoughts of more Concern, 
had forgot all the refl of ihat Night's A^on. 

O^dwo this while was traverfing the Street, 
wrapped in his Cloak, jufl as if he had conie from 
Horfe; for he was no fboner gone from the 
Door, but his refentlng Paffion returned, and he 
refolved to go up ^ain, and difhirb the Lovers, 
tho' it coil him his Life and Fame: But returning 
haflily to the Door, he found it fhut ; ak which 
being enraged, he was often about to break it 
open, but fllll fome unperceiv2d>}e Refpefl for 
Sylvia prevented him ; . but he refolved not to ftir 
from the Door, till he faw ' the fortunate Rc^e 
come out, who had given him all this Torment. At 
firfl he curfed himfelf for being fo much concern- 
ed for Sylvia or her Aftions to wafte a Minute, 
but flattering himfelf that it was not Love to her, 
but pure Curiofity to know the Man who waft 
made the next Fool to himieif, tho'. the more. hap* 
py one, he *waited all Ni^t ; and when he be* 
gan to fee the Day break, which he thought a 
thoufand Years ; his-Eye was never ofF from the 
Door, and wondered at their Confidence, who 
would let the Day In^eak upon them ; h$it the cUfe* 
drawn Ctsrtains tiere^ cried he, fmJour the hap- 
py Vilkiny: Still he walked on, and flill he might 
for any Rival that was to appear, for :a moft un* 
lucky Accident prevented BmHuard's coining out, 
as he doubly intended to do ; firft, for the better 
carrying on of his Cheat of being O^avio\ and 
][iext that he had challenged O^avio to fight 3 and 
\ when 
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whtn he knew his Error, defigned to have gone 
this Morning, and aiked him Pardon, if he had 
been returned ; but the amorous Lover over 
Night, ordering himfelf for the Encounter to the 
beft Advantage, had fent a Note to a Doftor, 
for fomething that would encourage his Spirits ; 
the Dodor came, and opening a little Box, 
wherein was a powerful Medicine, he told him 
that a Pofe of thofe little Flies ^would make him 
come ofF with wondrous Honour in the Battle of 
Love 5 and the Dodor being gone to call for a 
Glafs of Sack, the Doflor having laid out of the 
Box what he thought requifiteon a Piece of Pa- 
per, and leaving the Box open, our Spark thought 
if fuch a Dofe would encourage him fo, a greater 
would yet make him do greater Wonders j and 
taking twice the Quantity out of the Box, puts them 
into his Pocket, and having drank the firft with 
full Directions, the Do<ftor leaves him ; who was 
no fooner gone, but he takes thofe out of his 
Pocket, and in a Glafe of Sack drinks them 
down ; after this he bathes and dreffes, and be- 
lieves himfelf a very Hercules^ that could have 
got at leaft twelve Sons that happy Night ; Tjut he 
was no fooner laid in Bed with the charming 
Sylvia^ as he thought, but he was taken with in- 
tolerable Gripes and Pains, fuch as he had never 
fek before, infomuch that he was not able Vb lie in 
the Bed : This enrages him ; he grows mad and 
afhamed ; fometimes he had Iktle Intermiffions for 
a Moment of Eafe, and then he would plead 
foftly by her Bed-fide, and afk ten thoufand Par- 
dons ; which being eafily granted he would go in- 
to Bed again, but then the Pain would feize him 
an€W, fo thxt after two or three Hours of Di- 
ftnuSlion he was forced to drefs and retire : But, 
inftead of going down he went foftly up to his 
own Chamber, where be fate him down, and 
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curfed the World, himfelf and his hard Fate ; and 
in this Extremity of Pain, Shame and Grief, he 
jemained till break of Day ; By which Time Anto- 
netf who was almoft as violently afflifled, got her 
Coats on, and went to her own Chamber, where 
(he found her Lady more dead than alive. She 
immediately fhifted her Bed-Linen, and made her 
Bed, and condu6ted her to it, without endea- 
vouring to divert her with the Hiftory of her own 
Misfortune; and only afked her many Queftions 
concerning her being thus ill: To which the 
wretched Sylvia only anfwered with Sighs ; fo that 
Antonet perceived it was the Letter that had difor- 
dered her, and begged fhe might be admitted to fee 
it; fhe gave her Leave, and Antonet read it; but 
no fooner was {he come to that Part of it, which 
named the Countefs of Clarinau^ but fhe afked 
her Lady if fhe underflood who that Perfon was, 
with great Amazement : At this Sylvia was con- 
tent to fpeak, plcafed a little that fhe fhould have 
an Account of her Rival, Noy faid fhe, Doftthou 
inow her ? TeSj Madam^ replied Antonet^ particu- 
larly well ; for I have ferved her ever Jince I was 
a Girl of five Tears oldy Jhe being of the fame Age 
with me^ and fent at fix Years old both to a Mo- 
najiery ; for Jhe being fond of my Play her Father 
fent me at that Age with her^ both to ferve and t9 
divert her with Babies and Baubles \ there/ we 
lived feven Tears together^ when an eld rich Spa- 
niard, the Count of Clarinau, fell in Love with 
my Lady^ and married her from the Monaftery^ be- 
fore flye. had feen any Part of the^ World beyond 
thofe fanSfified Walls* She cried bitterly to have 
had me to Collen with her^ but he faid I was tea 
young now for her Service^ and fo fent me away 
back to my own Town^ which is this^ and here my 

Lady was born too , ' and is Sifier to Here 

fhe flopped, fearing to tell ; which Sylvia per- 
I ceivingj^ 
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ceiving, with a Brifknefs (which her Indifpofiti- 
on one would have thought could not have al- 
lowed) fate up in her Bed, and cried. Ha / Sijier 
to whom ? Ohy hotU thou tvsuUft pleafe me to fay^ 
to Oftavio. Why^ Madam^ would it pleafe you f 
faid the blufhing Maid. Becaufe^ faid Syhia^ 
it would in Part revenge me on his bold Addrejfes to 
nu^ and he would alfo he obliged^ in Honour to his 
Family^ to revenge himfelf on Philander, jthy 
Madamy faid flie, as to his Prefumption towards 
you\ Fortune has fujfficiently revenged it^ at this 
flie hung down her Head, and Idoked very 
fooliihly. HoWj faid Syhia, fmiling and rearing 
herfelf yet more in her Bed, Is any Misfortune 
arrived to Odtavio ? OA, how 1 williriupmh and up- 
braid the daring Man ! — tell me quicdy what it is j 
for . nothing would rejoice me more than to hear he 
were punijhed a little: Upon this Anionet told 
her what an unlucky Night Ihe had, how 0^^- 
vio was feized, and how he departed ; by which 
Sylvia believed he had made fome Difcovery of 
the Cheat that was put upon him ; and that he 
only feigned lUnefs to get himfelf loofe from her 
Embraces 5 and now {he falls to confidcring how 
fhe Ihall be revenged on both her Lovers : And 
the beft Ihe can pitch upon is that of fetting them 
both at Odds, and making them fight and revenge 
themfelves on one another ; but flie, like a right 
Woman, could not difTemble her Refentmetit of 
Jealoufy, whatever Art fhe had to do fo in any 
other Point \ but njad to eafe her Soul that was 
full, and to upbraid Philander^ fhe writer him 
a Letter; bjut not till fhe had once more, to 
make her flark*mad, read his over again,, which 
he fent O^iavio. 


Syl- 
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Sylvia fo Philander. 

vr E S, perjured Villain, at laft all thy Perfidy 
^ is arrived to my Knowledge; and thou hadn 
better have been damned, or have ^len, like an 
ungrateful TraitcM*, as thou art, under the pub- 
lick Shame of dying by the common Executio- 
ner, than have fallen under the Grafp of my Re- 
venge ; ihfatiate as thy Luft, falfe as thy Treafons 
to thy Prince, fetal as thy Deftiny, loud as ^y 
Infemy, and bloody as thy Party. Villain, Vil- 
lain, where got you the Courage to ufe me thus, 
knowing my Injuries and my Spirit ? Thou feeft, 
bafe Traitor, I do not fell on thee with Treache- 
ry, as thou haft with thy King and Miftreis ; to 
which thou haft broken thy hrfy Vows of Allegi- 
ance and eternal Love ! But thou that haft broken 
the Laws of God and Nature ! What could lexped, 
when neither Religion, Honour, common Juftice 
nor Law could bind thee to Humanity ? Thou 
that bctrayeft thy Prince, abandoneft thy Wife, re- 
nounceft thy Child, killeft thy Mother, raviflieft 
thy Sifter, and art in open Rebellion againft thy 
native Country, and very Kindred and Brothers, 
Oh after this, what muft the Wretch expe<ft who 
has believed thee, and foHowed thy abjed For- 
tunes, the miferable out-caft Slave, and Con- 
tempt of the World ? What could (he exped but 
that the Villain is ftill potent in the unrepented^ 
and all the Lever dead and gone, the Vice re- 
mains, and all the Virtue vaniflied ! Oh, what 
could I expedt from fuclh a Devil, fo loft in Sin 
and Wickednefs, that even thofe for whom he 
ventured all his Fame, and loft his Fortune, lent 
like a State-Cully upon the publick Faith, on 
the Security of Roguis, Knaves and Traitors ; 
cven^ thofe, I fay, turned him out of their Coun- 
cils 
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cils for a Reprobate too leud for th6 villainous 
Society ? Oh curfed that I wafe, by Heaven and 
Fafe, to be blihd and deif to all thj Infamy, 
^nd fuflfer thy adorabk bewitching Face and 
Tongue to charm me to Madhefs ahd Undo- 
ingj when that was all thou hadft left thfee, thy 
falfe Perfon, to cheat the filly, eafy, fond, be- 
lieving World into any Sort of Opinion of thee; 
for not one good Principle was left, not one 
poor Virtue to gukrd thee from Damnation, thou 
fiadft but one Friend left- thee, one trUe, one 
real Friend, and that was wretched Syhia ; fee, 
when all abandoned thee but the Executioher, 
fl^d with thee, fuffered with thee, ftarved with 
thee, loft her Fame and Honour with thee, loft 
her Friends, her Parents, and all her Beauty's 
Hopes for thee; and, in lieu of all, found only 
the Accufation of all the Good, ' the Hate of all 
the Virtuous, the Reproaches of her Kindred, 
the Scorn of all chafte Maids , and Curfes of 
all honeft Wives ; and in Requital had, only thy 
falfe Vows, thy empty Love, thy faithlefs Em-t- 
braces, and cold diflembling Kifies. My only 
Comfort was, (ah raiferable Comfort,) to fanfy 
they were true ; new that it is departed too, and 
I have nothing but a. brave Revenge left iii 
the Room of all ! In which I will be as mercikfs 
and iri'eligioiis as even thou haft been in all thy 
Aftions; and there remains about mie only this 
Seiiie 6'f Honour yet, that 1 dare tell thee of 
my bold Defign, a Bravery thou haft never 
Ihew^d to me, who takeft me Unawares, ftabb'ft 
«ie without a Warning ^rf the Blow ; fo would'ff 
thou ferve <i\xy King hadft thou but Power ; and fo 
th^u ferveft thy Miftrefs. When I look back 
even to thy Infancy, thy Life has been but one 
continued Race of Treachery, and I, (deftined thy 
^il Genius) was born for thy Tormentor; 

for 
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for thou, haft made a very Fiend of me^ and I 
have Hell whhin ; all Rage, all Torment, Fire, 
Diftra<SHon, Madnefs ; I rave, I burn, I tear my- 
felf and faint, am ftill a dying, but can never fall 
till I have grafped thee with me : Oh, I fhould 
laugh in Flames to fee thee howling by : I fcom 
thee, hate thee, loath thee more than ever I have 
loved thee ; and hate myfelf ib much for ever 
loving thee, (to be revenged upon the filthy Cri- 
minal) I will expofe myfelf to all the World, 
cheat, jilt and flatter all ais thou haft done, and 
Having not one Senfe or Grain of Honour left, 
will yield the abandoned Body thou, haft rifled to 
every afking Fop : Nor is that all, for they that 
purchafe this ihall buy it at the Price of being my 
Brave's. And all fhall aid in my Revenge on thee^ 
all mercilefs and as lefolved as I ; as, I ! The in- 
jured 

STLFIA. 

> 

Having (hot this Flafli of the Lightning of her 
Soul, and finiftied her Rant, ftie found herfeif 
much eafier in the Refolves on Revenge fhe had 
fixed there : She fcorned by any vain Endeavour 
to recal him from his PafEon ; flie had Wit enouo-h 
to have made thofe eternal Obfervations , that 
J!x)ve onpe gone is never to be retrieved, ai^d that 
it was impoiEble to ceafe loving, and then again 
to love the fame Perfon; one may believe for 
fome Time one's Love is abated, but when it 
comes to a Trial , it fhews ^ itfelf . as vigorous 
as in its iirft Shine^ and finds its own Error \ but 
when once one comes to love a new Qbie<S, it 
can never return with more than Pity^ Compaf^ 
fion, or Civility for the firft : This is a mo/l cer- 
tain Truth which all Lovers will find, as moft 
Wives may experience, and Virhich our Syhia now 
took for granted, and gave him over for dead to 

all 
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all but her Revenge. Though Fits of Softnefs, 
Weeping, Raving, and Tearing, would by Turns 
feize the diftrafted abandoned jBeauty, in which 
Extremities flie has Recourfe to Scorn ^nd Pride, 
too feeble to aid her too often : The firft Thing 
fhe refolved on, by the Advice of her reafonable 
Counfellor, was to hear Love at both Ears, no 
Matter whether (he -regard it or not, but to hear 
all, as a Remedy againit loving one in particular ; 
for it is moft certain, that the Ufe of hearing Love, 
or of making Love (though at firft without Defign) 
cither in- Women or Men, (hall at laft unfix the 
moft confirmed and conftant Refolution. jind 
Jince you are ajfured^ continued Antonet^ that Sighs 
nor Tears bring back the wandering Lover^ and that 
dying for him will be no Revenge on hintj but 
rather a kind AJfurance that you will no more trou- 
ble the Man who his already weary of you^ you 
ought ^ with' all your Power ^ Indujiry and Reafon. 
rather to feek the Prefervation of that Beanty^ of 
that fine Humour^ to ferve you on all Occajionsy 
either of Revenge or Love^ than by a foolijh and 
in/ignipcant Concern and Sorrow reduce yourfelf to 
the Condition of being fcorned by ^all^ or at bejt but 
pitied: How^ Pitied! Cried the haughty 5yA//V7 ; /jr 
there any Thing fo infufportable to our Sex as Pity f 
No furefyy replied the Servant, when tis accom^ 
fanied by Love : Oh what blefjed Comfort tis to 

hear People cry She was once charmtng^ once a 

Beauty : Is any Thing more gratings Madam ? At 
this Rate (he ran on, and left nothing unfaid that 
might animate the angry Sylvia to love anew, or 
at leaft to receive and admit of Love ; for in that 
Climate the Air naturally breeds Spirits avaritious, 
and much inclines them to the Love of Money, 
which they will gain at any Price or Hazard ; and 
all this Difcourfe to Sylvia^ was but to incline 
the revengeful liftening Beauty to admit of the 

Ad* 
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Addrefles oi OSiavio^ becaufe (he knew he would 
make her Fortune. Thus was the unhappy Maid 
left by her own unfortunate Condu^, encompafled 
in on every Side with Diftra£lion ; ^nd flie was 
pointed out by Fate to be made the moft wretched 
of all her Sex ; nor had flie left one faithful Friend 
to advife or ftay her Youth in its hafty Advance 
to Ruin ; fhe hears the perfuading Eloquence of 
the flattering Maid, and finds now nothing fo 
prevalent on her Soul as Revenge, and nothing 
fooths it more ; and among all her Lovers, or 
diofe at lead that ihe knew adored her, none wlas 
found fo proper an Inftrument as the noble 
OSfavioj his Youths his Wit, his Gallantry, but 
above all his Fortune pleads moft powerfully with 
her ; fo that flie refolves upon the Revenge, and 
fixes him the Man ; whom flie now knew by fo 
many^Obligations was obliged to ferve her Turn oa 
Philander: Thus Sylvia found a little Tranquil- 
lity, fuch as it was, in Hope of Revenge, while 
the paffionate Ocfavio was wrecked with ? thoufand 
Pains ai>d Torments, fuch as none but jilted Lo- 
vers can imagi:ne } and having a thoufand Times 
refolved to hate her, and as often to love on, in 
Spite of all— *-aftcr a thouland Arguments againft 
her^ and a3 many in Favour of her, he arrived only 
to this Knowledge, that his Love was extreme, 
and that he had no Power over his Heart ; that 
Honour, Fame, Intereft, and whatever dfe mi^ 
oppofe his violent Flame, were all too weak to 
cxtinguifli the leaft Spark of it, and all the Con- 
queft he could get of himfelf was, that be fuffered 
>11 his Torment, all the Hell of raging Jealoufy 
grown to Confirmation, and all the Pangs of Ab- 
fence for that whole Day, and had the Courage 
to live on the Rack without eafuig one Mcnnent 
of his Agony by a Letter or Billet, which in fudi 
Cafes difcharges the Burden and Preffures of the 

Love- 
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Love-fick Heart ; a#id fylviaf vAib dteft, and fuf- 
fered herfelf wholly to be carried away by her 
Vengeance, expelled him with as much Impati- 
ence as ever flie did the CoAting of the onCe ado- 
- rable Philander^ though with a different Paffion ; but 
all the live^loii^ Day paft in Expectation of him^ 
and no. Lover afypeared ; no not fo much as a Bil- 
let, !dor Page at her Up-rifing to aik her Health ; 
fo thslt believing he had been very ill indeed, from 
•whzt^yfntonet to\d her of his being fo all Night, 
and fearing now that it was no Difcovery of the 
Cheat piit upon him by the Exchange of the Maid 
for the Miftrefs, but real Sicknefs, flie refolved 
tc^ fend to him) and the rathejr becaufe Antonet 
affured her he was really ftck, and in a cold damp 
Sweat ail over his Face and Hands which fhe. 
touched, and that from his infinite Concern at the 
Defeat, the eictreme1Refpe<Sl he fhewed her in midft 
of all the Ra^e at his own Difappointment, and 
every Circunmance, flie. knew it' was no feigned 
Thing fbr ahy Diflxivery he iiad made : On thia^ 
Confi]:matton,' ftom a MakI, cunning enough ta 
difimguiih Truth from Flattery, fbe writ O^avU 
this Letter at Night. 

S Y L y I A /(? O C T A V I O^ 

A Fter fuch a Parting frofH a Maid- fo entirely 
■^^ kind to you, fhe might at leaft have hoped 
the Favour of a Billet from you, to have informed 
her of yoUr Health ; unlefi you think that after 
tve haVe furrendered all, We are of tlie Humour 
of moft of yofw Sex; wh6 defpife^the ObHger ; 
but I believed you a Man above the little Crimes 
and Levities of your Race ; and ! am yet fo hard 
to be drawn frcmi that Opinion, I am willing td 
flatter myfelf, that tis yet fome other Reafon 

that 
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that has hindfed you from vifiting me fince, or 
fending me an Account of your Recovery, -which 
I am too fenfible of to believe was feigned, and 
which indeed has made mo, fo tender, that I eafily 
forgive all the Difappointment I received from it, 
and beg you will not zSRxBt yourfelf at any Lofs 
you fuftained by it, fince I am ftill fo much the 
fame I was, to be as fenfible as before of all the 
Obligations I have to you ; fend me Word im- 
mediately how you do, for on that depends a great 
Part of the Happinefs of 

BYLVIA. 

You may cafily fee by this Letter ihe was not 
in a Humour of either writing Love or much 
Flattery ; for yet fhe knew not how (he ought to 
refent this Ablence in all Kinds from OSiavio^ and 
therefore with what Force fhe could put upon a 
Soul, too wholly taken up with the Thoughts of 
another, more dear and mor& affiiding, (he only 
writ this to fetch one from him, that by it (he 
might learn Part of his Sentiment of her laft 
A^on, and fent her Page with it to him ; who, 
as was ufual, was carried diredly up to O&avky 
whom he found in a Gallery, walking in a moft 
dejeded Pofture, without a Band, unbraced, his 
Arms a<-crofs his open Breaft, and his Eyes bent 
to the Floor \ and not taking any Notice when 
the Pages entered, his own was forced to pull 
him by the Sleeve before he would look up, and 
ftarting from a thoufand Thoughts that oppreffed 
him almoflto Death, he gazed wildly about him, 
and afked dieir Bufinefs : When the Page delivered 
him the Letter, he took it, but with fuch Confu- 
fion as he had much ado to fupport himfelf ; but 
rcfolving not to Ihew fiis Feeblenefs to her Page, 
he made a Shift to get to a Wax-light that was 
on the Table, and read it \ and was not much 

amazed 
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amazed at the Contents, believing (he was purfu- 
ing the Bufinefs of her Sex and Life, and jilting 
him on ; (for fuch was his Opinion of all Women 
now) ; he forced a Smile of Scorn, thoug^h his Soul 
were burfting, and turning to the Page gave him 
a liberal Reward, as was his daily Ufe when he 
came, and muttered up fo much Courage as to' 
force himfelf to fay~— Ci&//i, tell your Lady it 
requires no Anfwtr \ you may tell her tooy that I 

am in perfe^ good Health He was oppreiTed 

to fpeak more, but Sighs ftoj^ed him, and his 
former Refolution, wholly to abandon all Corref- 
pondence with her, checked his forward Tongue, 
and he walked away to prevent himfelf from faying 
more : While the Page^ who wondered- at this 
Turn of Love, after a little waiting, departed j 
and when O^favio had ended his Walk, and turned, 
and few him gone, his Heart felt a tboufand Pangs 
not to be borne or fupported ; ke was often ready 
to recal him, and was angry the Boy did not urge 
him for an Anfwer. He read the Letter again, 
and wonders at nothing now after her laft Night's 
Action, though all was Riddle to him : He found 
it was writ to fome happier Man than himfelf, 
however he chanced to have it by Miftake ; and 
turning to the Out-fide^, viewed the Superfcription, 
where there happened to be none at all, for Sylvia 
writ in hafle, and when fbe did it, ut vras the leaft 
of her Thoughts : Aud now he believed he had 
found out the real Myftery, that it was not meant 
to him ; he therefore calls his Page, whom he fent 
immediately after that of Sylvia^ who being yet 
below (for the Lads were laughing together for a 
Moment) he brought him to his dillrailed Lord ; 
who neverthelefs afTumed a Mildnefs to the inno- 
cent Boy, and cried. My Child^ thou hajl miflaken 
the Per/on to whom thou Jhouldji have carried the 
Letter y and I am forry I opened it\ pray return it 

to 
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to the hafpy Man it was meant to, giving him tkc 
Letter. My Lord, replied the Boy, I do not uji to 
carry Letters, to any hut your Lord/hip : It is the 
Footmens Bufinefs to do that to od?er JPerfons, It is a 
Miftakey where-ever it lies, cried O^avio, i^bing, 

whether in Thee, or thy Lady So turning ftom 

the wondring Boy he left him to return wi^ his 
Letter to his Lady, who grew mad at the Rela* 
tion of what flie he^rd from the Pag«, and npt* 
withftanding the Torment ihe had; upon i\er Soul, 
occaftoned by Philander, ihe now found &e had 
more to endure, and th^t in Spite of all her Love* 
Vows and Refentments, ihe had . ibmething lor 
OStavio to which (he could not give a Name; 
ihe fanfies it all Pride, and Concern for the In- 
dignity put on her Beauty : But whatever it was, 
this Slight of his fo wholly took up her Soul, that fhc 
had for fome Time quite forgot Philander, or ^when 
ihe did think on him it was with leis Refentment 
than of this Affront; ihe confiders Philander with 
* fome Excufe now ; as having long been poflefied 
of a Happinefs he might grow weary of; >but a 
new Lover, who had for fix Months inceffitntly 
lain at her Feet, Imploring, Dyings Vowing, 
Weeping, Sighing, Giving and A<9iing all Things 
the moft paffionate of Men was capable- of, or 
that Love could infpire, for him to be at laft ad- 
mitted to the Pofleffion of the ravifhing ObJ€(Sl of 
his Vows and Soul, to be laid in her Bed, nay in 
her very Arms (as (he imagined bethought) and then, 
even before gathering the Rofes he came to pluck, 
before he had begun to compofe or finiibed his 
Nofegay, to depart the happy Paradife with a 
DifgUft, and fuch a Difguft, as firft to oblige him 
to diflemble Sicknefs, and next fall even from all 
his Civilities, was a Contempt ihe was not able 
to bear ; efpecially from him, of whom all Men 
living, flie.defigned to make the greateil Property 

of 
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of, as moft fit for her Revenge of all Degrees and 
Sorts : But when (he reflefted with Reafon, (which 
Ihe feldom did, for either Love or Rage blinded 
that) file could not.conceive it poffible that O^^z/w 
could be fallen fo fuddenly from all his Vows and 
ProfefSons, but on fome ytry great Provocation : 
Sometimes (he thinks he tempted her to try her 
Virtue to Philander^ and being a perfedl honour- 
able Friend, hates her for her Levity; but- (he 
confiders; his Prefents, and his unwearied Induftry, 
and believes he would not at that Expence have 
bought a Knowledge which could profit neither 
hiri^Ai or Philander 'y then fhe believes fome dif- 
gufted Scent, or fomething about Antonet^ might 
difoblige him j but haying called the Maid, con- 

{'uring her to tell her whether any Thing paffed 
)etween her and O£tavio\ flie again told her Lady 
the whole Truth, in which there could be no 
Difcovery of Infirmity there ; (he embraced her, 
flie kifled her Bofom, and found her Touches foft, 
her Breath and Bofom fweet as any Thing in Na- 
ture could be; 2sA now loft almoft in a Con- 
fufion of Thought, (he could not tell what to 
imagine; at laft fhe being wholly poflefled that 
all the Fault was not in O£favio^ (for too often 
we believe as we hope) flie concludes that An- 
tonet has told him all the Cheat flie put upon him : 
This laft Thought pleafed her, becaufe it feemed 
the moft probable, and was the moft favourable 
to herfelf ; and a Thought that, if true, could 
not do her any Injury with' him. This fet her 
Heart a little to Rights, and flie grew calm with 
a Belief, that if .fo it was, as now flie doubted 
not, a Sight of her, or a future Hope from her, 
would calm all his Difcontent, and beget a right 
Underftanding ; flie therefore refolves to write 
to him, and own her little Fallacy : But before 
flie did fo, O^avio^ whofe PaiSon was violent 

as 
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as ever in his Soul, thp' it was oppreft with a thou- 
fand Torments, and languished under as many 
feeble Refolutions, burft at laft into all its former 
Softnefs, and he refolves to write to the falfe Fair 
One, and upbraid her with her laft Night's Infide- 
lity ; nor could he flceptill he had that Way charmed 
his Senfes, and eafed his fick afHiSed Soul. It 
being now ten at Night, and he retired to his 

Chamber, he fet himfelf down and writ this. 

» 

OcTAvio to Sylvia. 

Madam^ 

YOU have at laft taught me a perfeft Know- 
ledge of myfelf ; and in one unhappy Night 
made me fee all the Follies and Vanities of 
my Soul, which Self-love and fond Imagi- 
nation had too long rendred that Way guilty ; 
long, long ! I have played the Fop as Others do, 
and (hewed the gaudy monfieur, and fet a Value 
on my worthlefs Perfon for being well drefled, 
as I believed, and furniflied out for Conqueft, by 
being the gay eft Coxcomb in the Town, where, 
even as I p ft, perhaps, I fanfied I made Advances 
, on fome wiihing Hearts, and vain, with but ima- 
ginary Viftory, I ftill fooled on and was 

at laft undone j for I faw Sylvia^ the Charming 
Faithlefs Sylvia^ a Beauty that one would have 
thought had had the Power to have cured the 
fond Difeafe of Self-conceit and Foppery, fince 
Love, they fay, is a Remedy againft thofe Faults 
of Youth i but ftill my Vanity was powerful in 
me, and even this Beauty too I thought it not 
impolHble to vanquifti^ and ftill drefted on, and 
took a mighty Care to fliew myfelf a Block- 
head, Curfe upon me, while you were laughing 
at my Induftry, arid turned the fanfying Fool to 
Ridicule, Oh, he deferved it well, moft wondrous 

well. 
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well, for but believing any Thing about him could- 
merit but a ferious Thought from Sylvia, Syhia / 
Whofe Bufinefs is to laugh at all ; yet Love, that 
is my Sin and Punifliment, reigns frill as abfblute- 
ly in my Soul, as when I wiflied and hoped and 
longed for mighty Bleffings you could give ; yes, 
I ftill love ! Only this Wrctchednefs is fixed to it, 
to fee thole Errors which I cannot fliun ; my 
Love is as high, but all my Wifhcs gone j my 
Paifion ftill remains entire and raving, but no 
Defire ; I burn, I die, but do not wifli to hope ; 
I would be all Defpair, and, like a Martyr, am 

vain and proud even in fufFering. Yes, Sylvia 

when you made me wife, you made me wretched 
too : before, like a falfe Worfhipper, I only faw 
the gay, the gilded Side of the deceiving Idol j but 

now It is fallen difcovers all the Cheat, and 

fliews a God no more ; and it is in Love as in 
Religion too, there is nothing makes their Votaries 
truly happy but being well deceived : For even in 
Love itfelf, harmlefs and innocent, as it is by Na- 
ture, there needs a little Art to hide the daily Dis- 
contents and Torments, that Fears, DiftruAs and 
Jealoufies create \ a little foft Diffimulation is 
needful i for where the Lover is eafy, he is moft 
conftant. But oh, when Love itfeU is defeftive 
too, and managed by Defign and little Intereft, 
what Cunning, oh what Cautions ought the fair 
Defigner then to call to her Defence ; yet I con- 
fefs your Plot — ftill charming Syhvia^ was fub- 

tilly enough contrived, difcreetly carried on 

The Shades of Night, the happy I/pve'-^s Refuge, 
favoured you tooj it was only Fs^/te was cruel. 
Fate that conduiSled me in an unlucky Hoyr ; dark 

as it was, and filent too the Night, I faw 

Yes, faithlefs Fair, I faw I was betrayed ; by too 
much Faith, by too much Love undone, I faw 

N my 
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my fatal Ruin and your Perfidy ; and, like a tame 
ignoble Sufferer, left you without Revenge ! 

I mufl confcfs, oh thou deceiving fair One, I 
never could pretend to what I wifhed, and yet 
methinks, becaufe I know my Heart, and the en- 
tire Devotion, that is paid you, I merited at leaft 
not to have been impofed upon ; but after fb dif- 
honourable an Aftion, as the betraying the Secret 
of my Friend, it was but juft that I fhould be 
betrayed, and you have paid me well, defervedly 
well, and thatfhall make me fiUnt, andwhatfoever 
I fufFer, however I die, however I languifh out my 
wretched Life, Til bear my Sighs where you fhall 
never hear them, nor the Reproaches my Complaints 
expr^fs : Live thou a Punifhment to vain, fantaflic, 
hoping Youth, live, and advance in Cunning and 
Deceit, to make the fond believing Men more wife, 
and teach the Women new Arts of Falihood, till 
they deceive fo long, that Man may hate, and fet 
as vafl a Diftance between Sex and Sex, as I have 
refolved (oh Sylvia) thou fhalt be for ever from 

OCTAVIO, 

This Letter came jufl as Syhna was going te 
write to him, of which flie was extreamly glad ; 
for all along there was nothing cxprefled that could 
make her think he meant any other than the Cheat 
fhe put upon him in Antonet inftead of herfelf : And 
it was fpme Eafe to her Mind to be aflured of the 
Caufe of his Anger and Abfence, and to find her 
own Thought confirmed, that he had indeed dif- 
covered file Truth of the Matter: She knew, 
fmce that wa!s all, fhe could eafily reconcile him 
by a plain Confeffion, and giving him new Hopes ; 
fhe therefore writes this Anfwer to him, which fhe 
fent by hi? Page> who waited for it» 


S YI.- 
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Sylvia to Octavio. 

T. Own, too angry, and too nice O£favio^ the 
-* Crime you charge me with ; and did believe a 
Perfon of your Gallantry, Wit and Gaiety, would 
have paffed over fo little a Fault, with only re- 
proaching me pleafantly ; I did not expe£i: fo grave 
a Reproof, or rather fo ferious an Accufation. 
Youth has a thoufand Follies to anfwer for, and 
cannot O^^^zvi^ pardon one Sally of it in Sylvia? 
I rather expected to have feen you early here this 
Morning, pleafantly rallying my little Perfidy, 
than to find you railing at a Diflance at it; calling 
it by a thouund Names that does not merit half 
this Malice :' And fure you do not think me fo 
poor in good Nature, but I could, fome other 
coming Hour, have made you Amends for thofe 
you loit laft Night, pojIEbly I could have wiflied 
jnyfelf with you at the fame Time ; and had I, 
perhaps, followed my Inclination, I had made you 
happy as you wifhed ; but there were powerful 
Realbns that prevented me. I conjure you to let 
me fee you, where I will make a Confcffion of 
my laft Night's Sin, and give fuch Arguments to 
convince you of the Neceffity of it, as fhall abfo- 

lijiely reconcile you to Love, Hope, and 

SYLVIA. 

It being late, fhe only fent this fliort Billet : And 
not hoping that Night to fee him, fhe went to 
Bed, after having enquired the Health of Brilliard^ 
who fhe heard was very ill; and that young de- 
feated Lover, finding it impoffiblcto mQet O^^avh 
as he had promifed, not to fight him, but to afk 
bis Pardon for his Miftake, made a fhift, with 
much ado, to write him a Note, which was this ; 

My Lordy 
T Confefs my Yefterday'a Rudenefs, and Iteg you 
^ will give J»e a Pardon before I leave the World ; 

N z for 
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for I was laft Night taken violently ill, and am 
unable to wait on your Lordfhip, to beg what this 
moft earneftly does for your Lordfhip*s moft de- 
voted Servant, BRILLIARD. 

This Billet, tho' it fignified nothing to OSfavia^ 
it ferved Sylvia afterwards to very good Ufe and 
Purpofe, as a little Time fhall make appear. And 
OSfavio received thefe two Notes ' from Sn/fftfrrf 
and Sylvia at the fame Time j the one he flung by 
regardlefs, the other he read with infinite Pain, 
Scorn, Hate, Indignation, all at once flormed in 
his Heart, he felt every Faflion there but that of 
Love, which caufed them all ; if he thought her 
falfe and ungrateful before, he now thinks her 
fallen to the loweft Degree of Lewdnefs, to own 
her Crime with fuch Impudence j he fanfies now 
he isicuredof Love, and hates her abfcJutely, thinks 
her^elow even his Scorn, and puts himfelf to Bed, 
believing he fhall flee|) as well as before he faw the 
light, the foolifh Sylvia: But oh he boafts in vain, 
the light, the foolifh Sylvia was charming fKIl ; 
flill all the Beauty Appeared ; even in his Slumbers 
the Angel dawned about him, and all the Fiend 
was laid : He fees her lovely Face, but the falfe 
Heart is hid ; he hears her charming Wit, but all 
the Cunning is hufhed : He views the Motions of 
her delicate Body, without regard to thofe of her 
Mind ; he .thinks of all the tender Words Ihe has 
given him, in which the jilting Part is lofl, and 
all forgotten ; or, if by Chance it crofled his hap- 
pier Thought, he rolls and tumbles in his Bed, he 
raves and calls upon her charming Name, till he 
have quite forgot it, and takes all the Pains he can 
to deceive his own Heart : Oh it is a tender Part, 
and can endure no Hurt; he fooths it therefore, and 
at the worfl refolves, fince the vafl Bleffing may 
be purchafed, to revel in Delight, and cure himfelf 

that 
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that Way : Thefe flattering Thoughts kept him 
all Night waking, and in the Morning he refolves 
his Vifit; but taking up her Letter, which lay on 
the Table, he read it over again, and, by Degrees 
wrought himfelf up to Madnefs at the Thought 
that Sylvia was pofTeiTed : Philander he could bear 
with little Patience, but that, becaufe before he 

loved or knew her, he could allow ; but this 

this wrecks his very Soul ; and in his Height of 
Fury, he writes this Letter without Confideration. 

OcTAVio to Sylvia. 

OiNCE you profefs yourfelf a common Mi- 
*^ ftrefs, and fet up for the glorious Trade of 
Sin, fend me your Price, and I perhaps may 
purchafe Damnatipn at your Rate. Maybe you have 
a Method in your Dealing, and I have miflook. 
you all this while, and dealt not your Way ; in- 
ftrud my Youth, great Miftrefs of the Art, and 
I (hall be obedient; tell me which Way I may be 
happy too, and put in for an Adventurer ; I have 
a Stock of ready Youth and Money ; pray, name 
your Time and Sum for Hours, or Nights, or 
Months ; I will be in at all, or any, as you fhall 
find Leifure to receive the impatient Odlavio. 

This in a mad Moment he writ, and fent it ere 
he had confidered farther ; and Sylviay who ex« 
pe£led not fo coarfe and rough a Return, grew as 
mad as he in reading it ; and .{he had much ado 
to hold her Hands ofF from beating the innocent 
Page that brought it : To whom fhe turned with 
Fire in her Eyes, Flames in her Cheeks, and 
Thunder on her Tongue, and cried. Go ull your 
Mafter that he /V a Villain \ and if you dare ap- 
proach me any more from him^ Pll have nvy Footmen 
whip you ; and with a Scorn, that difcovered all the 
Indignation in the World, (he turned' from him, 

N 3 * and 
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and, tearing his Note, threw it from her, and walked 
her Way : And the Page, thunder-ftruck, returned 
to his Lord, who by this Time was repenting he had 
managed his Paffiori no better, aud at what the Boy 
told him was Wholly convinced of his Error ; he 
now confidered her Character and Quality, and 
accufed himfelf of great Indiicretion ; and as he 
was fitting the moft dejeded melancholy Man on 
Earth, reflefting on his Misfortune, the Poft ar- 
rived with Letters from Philander ^vfYiicYi he opened, 
and laying by that which was inclofed for Sylvia^ 
he read that from Philander to himfelf. 

Philander to Octavio. 

'T^HERE is no Pain, my dear OUavio^ either 
-*• in Love or Friendlhip, like that of Doubt ; 
and I confefs myfelf guilty of giving it you, in 
a great Meafure, by my Silence the laft Poft \ but 
having Bufinefs of fo much greater Concern to my 
Heart than even writing to OUanne^ I found my- 
felf unable to purfue any other ; and I believe 
you could too with the lefs Impatience bear with 
my Negleft, having Affairs of the fame Nature 
there ; our Circumftances and the Bufinefs of our 
Hearts then being fo refembling, methinks I have 
as great an Impatience to be recounting to you 
the Story ^f niy Love and Fortune, as I am to 
receive that of yours, and to know what Advances 
you have made in the Heart of the ftill charming 
Sylvia! Tho' there will be this Difference in the 
Relations ; mine, whenever I recount it, will give 
you a double Satisfaction; firft from the Share 
your Friendfhip makes ybu have in all the Plea- 
fures oi Philander *i and next that it excufes Syhia^ 
ifihecan befalfe to me for OSfavio\ and ftill ad- 
vances his D^gn on her Heart : But yours, when- 
ever I receive it, will give me a thoufand Pains, 

which 
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which it is however but juft I (hould feel, fincc I 
• Was the firft Breaker of the folemn League and Co- 
venant made between us j which yet I do, by all that 
is facred, with a Regret that makes me refleA with 
fome Repentance in all thofe Moments wherein I 
do not wholly give my Soul up to Love, and the 
more beautiful Calijia ; yes mor^ becaufe new. 

In my laft, my dear O^avioy you left me pur- 
fuing, like a Knight-Errant, a Beauty enchanted 
within fome invifible Tree, or Caftle, or Lake, 
or any Thing inacceffiblej or rather wandering in a 
Dream after fome glorious difappearing Fantom : 
And for fome Time indeed I knew not whether I 
flept or waked. I faw daily the good old Count 
6f Clarinau^ of whom I durft not (o much as 
aik a civil Queftion towards the Satisfaction of 
my Soul ; the Page was fent into Holland (witU 
fome Exprefs to a Brother-in-Law of the Count's) 
of whom before I had the Intelligence of a fair 
young Wife to the old Lord his Mafter ; and for 
the reft of the Servants they fpoke all Spaniflj^ 
and the Devil a Word, we underftood each other ; 
fo that it was impoffible to learn any Thing farther 
from tfaem ; and I found I was to owe all my good 
Fortune to my own Induftry, but how to fet it 
a-working I could no1» devife ; at laft it happened, 
that being walking in the Garden which had very 
high Walls on three Sides, and a fine large A- 
partment on the other, I concluded that it was in 
that Part of the Houfe my fair new Cbnquerefs 
refided, bu^ how to be refolved I could not tell, 
nor which Way the Windows looked that were 
to give the Light, towards that Part of the Gar4en 
there was none ; at laft I faw the good old Gentle- 
man come trudging through the Garden, fumb-* 
ling out of his Pocket a Keyj I ftepped into 
ail Arbour to obferve him, and faw him open a 
little Door, that led him into another Garden, 
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and locking the Door after him vanifhed; and 
obferving how that Side of the Apartment lay, 
I went into the Street, and after a large Com- 
pafs found that which faced that Garden, which 
made the Fore-part of the Apartment. I m^de 
a Story of fome Occafion I had for fome upper 
Rooms, and weftt into many Houfes to find 
which fronted beft the Apartment, and ftill 
difliked fomething, till I met with one fo di- 
reftly to it, that I coul^, when I got a Story 
higher, look into the very Rooms, which only a 
delicate Garden parted from this By-ftreetj there 
it was I fixed, and learned from a young Dutch 
Woman that fpoke good French^ that this was 
the very Place I looked for ; the Apartment of 
Madam, the Countefs of Clarinau : She told me 
too, that every Day after Dinner the old Gentle- 
man came thither, and fometimes a-Nights j and 
bewailed the young Beauty, who had no better 
Entertainment than what an old withered Spa- 
niard of threefcore and ten could give her. I 
ound this young Woman apt for my Purpofe, 
ajid having very well pleafed her with my Con- 
verfation, and fome little Prefents I made her, 
I left her in good Humour, and refolved to 
ferve me on any Defign ; and returning to my 
Lodging, I found old Clarinau returned, as brifk 
and gay, as if he had been carefled by fo fair and 
young a Lady; which very Thought made me 
rave, and I had Abundance of Pain to with -hold 
my Rage from breaking out upon him, fo jealous 
and envious was I of what now I loved and de- 
fired a thoufand Times more than ever; fince the 
Relation my new, young, female Friend had 
given me, who had Wit and Beauty fufEcient to 
make her Judgment impartial : However, I con- 
tained my JeaToufy with the Hopes of a fu^den 
Revenge ; for I fanfied the Bufinefs half accom- 
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plifhed in my Knowledge of her Refidence, I 
feigned fome feufinefs to the old Gentleman, that 
would call me out of Town for a Week to 
confult with fome of our Party ; and taking my 
Leave of him, he offered me the Compliment of 
Money, or what elfe I fhould need in my Affair, 
which at that Time was not unwelcome to me ; 
and being well furnifhed for my Enterprize, I took 
Horfe without a Page or Footman to attend me j 
becaufe I pretended my Bufinefs was a Secret, 
and taking a Turn about the Town in the Even- 
ing, I left my Horfe without the Gates, and went 
to my fecret new Quarters, where my young 
Friend received me with the Joy of a Miltrefs, 
and with whom indeed I could not forbear en- 
tertaining myfelf very well, which engaged her 
more to my Service, with the Aid of my Libe- 
rality; but all this did not allay one Spark of the 
Fire kindled in . my Soul for the lovely Caltfta \ 
and I was impatient for Night, againfl which 
Time I was preparing an Engine to mount th^ 
Battlement, for fo it was that divided the Gar- 
den from the Street, rather than a Wall : All 
Things fitted to my Purpofe, I fixed myfelf at 
the Window that looked diredly towards her 
Safhes, and had the SatisfaxS^ion to fee her lean^ 
ing there, and looking on a Fountain, that flood 
in the Midfl of the Garden, and call a thoufand 
little Streams into the Air, that made a melann. 
choly Noife in falling into a large Alabafler Cif- 
tern beneath: Oh how my Heart danced at the 
dear Sight to all the Tunes of Love ! I had not 
Power to flir or fpeak, or to remove my Eyes, 
but languifhed on the Window "where I leant half 
dead with Joy and Tranfport ; for fhe appeared 
more charming to my View; undrefied and fit 
for Love ; Oh, my OSiavio^ fuch are the Pangs 
■which J believe thou feeleft at the Approach of 
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Syhfa, fo beats thy Heart, fo ri(^ thy Sighs and 
Wifhes, fo trembling and (o pale at every VieMr, 
as I was in this lucky amorous Moment !. And 
thus I fed my Soul, till Night came on, and left 

my Eyes no Objedl but my Heart"- a thoufand 

dear Ideas. And now I fallied out, and with 
good Succefs; for with a long Engine which 
reached the Top of the Wall, I fixed the End of 
my Ladder there, and mounted it, and fitting on 
the Top brought my Ladder eafily up to me, 
and turned over to the other Side, and with Abun- 
dance of Eafe defcended into the Garden, which 
was the finefl I had ever feen ; for now, as good 
Luck would have it, who was defigned to fa- 
vour me, the Moon began to fhine fo bright, as 
even to make me diftingulfh the Colours of the 
Flowers that dreffed all the Banks in ravifhing 
Order ; but thefe were not the Beauty I came 
to polTefs, and my new Thoughts of difpofing 
myfelf, and managing my Matters, now took 
off all that Admiration that was juflly due to fa 
delightful a Place, which Art and Nature had a- 
greed to render charming to every Senfe; thus 
much I confidered it, that there was nothing that 
did not invite to Love ; a thoufand pretty Re- 
cefles of Arbours, Grotts and little artificial 
Groves j Foyntains, invironed with Beds of 
Flowers, and little Rivulets, to whofe dear fra- 
grant Banks a wifhing amorous God would make 
his foft Retreat, After having ranged about, ra- 
ther to feek a Covert on'Occafion, and to know- 
the Pafjes of the Garden, which might ferve me 
in any E^ctremity of Surprize that might happen, 
I returned to the FoMntain that faced Califtd*s 
Window, and leaning upon its Brink, viewed 
the whole Apartment, which appeared very mag- 
nificent : Juft againft me I perceived a Door that 
went into it, which while I was confidering how 
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to get open I heard it unlock, and Ikulking be- 
hind the large Bafbn of the Fountain (yet fo as to 
mark who came out) I faw to my unfpeakable 
Tranfport, the fair, the charming Caltfta^ drefled< 
ji^ as (he was at the Window, a loofe Gown 
of filver Stuff lapped about her delicate Body^, 
her Head in fine Night-cloadis, and all carelefs 
as my Soul could wilh ; flie came> and with her 
the old Dtagon ; and I heard her fay in coming 
put — — — This is too fine a Night to Jleep in.: 
Pr'ytheey Dormina, do not gru^e me the Plea^ 
fuh of it^ fiftce there are fit very few that enter- 
tain Califla. This laft ihe fpoke with a Sigh^ 
and a Languifhment in her Voice, that (hot new 
Flames of Love into my panting Heart, and 
trilled through all my Veins, while (he purfucd 
her Walk with the old Gentlewoman ^ and flill I 
kept myfelf at fuch a Diftance to have them in 
my Sight, but Aid along the fhady Side of the 
Walk, where I could not be eafily feen, while 
they kept ftill on the fliiny Part : She led me 
thus through all the Walks, through all the Ma^e 
of Love; and all the Way I fed my greedy Eyes 
upon the melancholy Objed of my raving De- 
firei her Shape, her Gate, her Motion, every 
Step, and eveVy Movement of her Hand and 
Head, had a peculiar Grace ; a thoufand Times I 
was tempted to approach her, and difcover my- 
felf, but I dreaded the fatal Confequence, the old 
Woman being by ; nor knew I whether they did 
not cxped the Huiband there ; I therefore waited 
with Impatience when Ihe would fpeak, that by 
that I might m^ke fome Difcovery of my Deftiny 
that/'Night ; and after having tired herfelf a little 
with walking, ihe fate down ou a fine Seat of 
white Marble, that was placed at the End of a. 
grafly Walk, and only fliadowed with fome tall 
Tre^s tb»t ranked tbemfelves b^ind it, againft 
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one of which I leaned : There, for a qiiarter of an 
Hour, they fate as (ilent as the Night, where on- 
ly foft-breathed Winds were heard amongft the 
Boughs, and fofter Sighs from fair Calijia ; at laft 
the old Thing brolce Silence, who was almofl 
afleep while flie fpoke. Madam^ ^fy^ ^^ weary^ 
let us retire to Bed^ and not Jit . ga%tng here at 
the Mom : To Bedy replied Cali/ia^ fl^hat Jhould 
I do there ? Marryy Jleepy quoth the old Gentle- 
woman; TVhat Jhould you do? Ah^ Dormina, 
(fighed Califtoy) would Age would fehu me too ; 
for thn perhaps I Jhould find at lefji the Pleafure 
ef the Old ; be dull and lazy^ love to eat andjlsep^ 
not have my Slumbers dijiurhed with Dreams 
more . infupportahle than my waking Wijbes \ for 
Reafon then fupprejfes rijing Thoughts^ and the Im-- 
pojjwility of obtaining keeps the fond Soul in Order y 

but Sleep g^ves an unguarded ZfOofe to foft 

Dejire^ it brings the lovely Phantom to my VieWj 
and tempts me with a thoufand Charn{s to , Love ; 
I fee a Face^ a Mein^ a SJsiape^ m Look I Such as 
Heaven nsver made^ or any Thing but fond Imagi^ 
nation ! Oh^ it was a wonderous Vififln 1 For my 
Part, replied the old One, / am fuch a Heathen 
Chrijilany Madam^ as I do not believe there are 
any fuch Things as Vifions^ or Ghofis , or Phan^ 
toms : but your Head runs of a- young Man^ ber- 
caufe you are married to an old one \ fuch an Idea 
as you framed in your Wijhes pojjejfe/i your Fancy^ 
which was foflrong (as indeed Fancy vjill be fgme- 
times) that it perfuaded you it was a . very Phan^ 
torn or Vifon, Let it be Fancy or Vifton, or what^ 
ever elfe you can give a Name tOy replied Calijiay 
fiill it is that that never ceafed Jince to torture me 
with a thoufand Pains j and pr^ythee why^ por»- 
mina, is not Fancy Jince as powerful in me as it 
%vas before? Fancy has not been Jince fo kind\ yet 
I bagje given it Room for Thought^ which before I 

never 
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nruer did \ I fit whole Hours and Days, and fixed 
. my Soul upon the lovely Figure y I know its Sta^ 
ture to an Ituh^ tall and divinely made ; / faw 
hir Hairy long^ blacky and curling to his JVaiJly 
all loofe and flowing \ I faw his EyeSy where all 
the Cupids playedy blacky largCy and fparklingy 
piercingy lovingy languijhing ; / faw his Lips 
fweety dimpledy redy aud foft \ a Youth compleat in 
ally like earjy May, that looksy and fmellsy and 
cheers above the Rejl : In finsy. I Jaw him fuch as 
nothing but the nicejl Fancy can tmaginey and no- 
thing can defcrihe \ I faw hint fuch as robs me of 
my Re/iy as gives me all the raging Pains of Love 
(Love I believe it is) without the Joy of any Jin- 
gl$ Hope : Ohy Madamy faid Dormina, that Love 
will quickly die, which is net nurfed with Hopey 
why that is its only Food, Pray Heaven I find it 
fcy replied Calijia, At that fhe fighed as if her 
Heart had broken, and leaned her Arm upon a 
Rail of the End of the Seat, and laid her lovely 
Cheek upon her Hand, and fo continued without 
fpeaking ; while I, who was not a little trans- 
ported with what I heard, with infinite Pain 
with -held myfeif from kneeling at her Feet, and 
proftrating before her that happy Phantom of 
which (he had fpoke fo favourably ; but ftill I 
feared my Fate, and to give any Offence. While 
I was amidfl a thoufand Thoughts confidering 
which to purfue, I could hear Dormina fnoring 
as faft as could be, leaning at her Eafe on the 
other End of the Seat, fupported by a wide 
Marble Rail ; which Calijla hearing alfo, turned 
and looked on her, then foftly rofe and walked 
away to fee how long fhe would fleep there, if 
not waked. Judge now, my dear OSfavioy whe- 
ther Love and Fortune v^ere not abfolutely fub- 
dued to my, Intereft, and if all Things did not fa- 
vour my I)efign ; The very Thought of being 

alone 
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alone with CaTtfta^ of making myfelf known to 
her, of the Opportunity flie gave me by going 
from Dorrfdna into a fiy-walk, the very Joy of 
ten thoufand Hopes, that filled my Soul in that 
happy Moment, which I fanfied the moft blefled 
of my Life, made me tremble all over ; and with 
unaiTured Steps I foftly purfued the Obje£t of 
my new Defire : Sometimes I even overtook her, 
and fearing to fright her, and caufe her to make 
f6me Noife that might alarm the fleeping Dor^ 
mina^ I (lackened my Pace, till in a Walk, at the 
End of which flie was obliged to turn back, I re- 
mained, and fufFered her to go on ; it was a Walk 
of Grafs, broad, and at the End of it a little Ar- 
bour of Greens, into which ihe went and fate 
down, looking towards me, and methought ihe 
looked full at me ; fo that finding fhe made no 
Noife, I foftly approached the Door of the Ar- 
bour at a convenient Diftance ; fhe then flood up 
in great Amaze, as (he after faid ; and I kneeling 
down in an humble Pofture, cryed—— Wonder 
not, oh facred Charmer of my Soul, to fee me 
at your Feet at this late Hour, and in a Place fo 
inacceflible 5 for what Attempt is there fo ha- 
zardous defpairing Lovers dare not. undertake, and 
what ImpofTibility almoft can they not overcome ? 
Remove your Fears, oh Conquerefs of my Soul ; 
for I am an humble Mortal that adores you ; I 
have a thoufand Wounds, a thoufand Pains that 
prove me Flefli and Blood, if you would hear 
my Story : Oh give me Leave to approach you 
with that Awe you do the facred Altars ; for my 
Devotion is as pure as that which from your 

charming Lips afcends the Heavens With. 

fuch Canf and Stuff as this, which Lovers ferve 
themfelves with on Occafion, I leffened the Ter- 
rors of the frighted Beauty, and fhe foon faw, 
with Joy in her Eyes, that I both was a Mortal, and 
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the fame ihe h^d before feen in the outward 
Garden : I rofe from my Knees then, and with 
a Joy that wandered all over my Body, trembling 
and panting I approached her, and took her Hand 
and killed it with a Tranfport that was almoft 
ready to lay me fainting at her Feet, nor did flie^ 
anfwer any Thing to. what I had faid, but with 
Sighs fufiered her Hand to ^remain in mine ; her 
Eyes (he call to Earth, her Breaft heaved with 
nimble Motions, and we both, unable to fupport 
ourfelves, fate down together on a green Bank 
in the Arbour, where by the Light we had, we 
gazed at each other, unable to utter a Syllable on 
cither Side. I confels, my dear OSfavioy I have 
felt Love before, but do not know that ever I 
was poilelTed with fuch pleafmg Pain, fuch a- 
greeable Languilbment in all my Life, as in thole 
happy Moments with the fair Califia : And on the 
other, I dare anfwer for the foft. fair One j fhc 
felt a Paffion as tender as mine i which, when 
flie could recover her firft Tranfport, Ihe expreffed 
in fuch a Manner as has wholly charmed me : 
For with all the Eloquence of young Angels, and 
all their Innocence too, i&e laid, me whifpered^ 
ihe fighed the fofteft Things that ever Lover heard* 
I told you before Ihe had from her Infan(^ been 
bred in a Monaftery, kegt from the Sight of Men, 
and knew no one Art or Subtilty of her Sex ; 
but in the very Purity of her Innocence Ihe ap- 
peared like the firft-bom Maid in Paradife, gene- 
roully giving her Soul away to the great Lord of 
all, the new-formed Man, and nothing of her 
Heart's dear Thoughts Ihe did referve, (but fuch. 
as niodeft Nature fliould conceal 3) yet, if I 
touched but on that tender Part where Honour 
dwelt, fhe had a Senfe too nice, as it was a Won- 
der to find fo yaft a Store of that mixt with fo 
foft a Paffion^ Oh what an excellent Thing a 

perfeft 
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perfeA Woman is, ere Man has taught her Arts 
to keep her Empire, by being himfelf inconftant ! 
All I could aflc of Love (he freely gave, and told 
me every Sentiment of her Heart, but it was in 
fuch a Way, fo innocently flie confeffed her Paf- 
fion, that every Word added new Flames to 
mine, and made me raging mad : At laft, ihe fuf- 
fered me to kifs with Caution ; but one begat ano- 
ther, — that a Number— and every one was an 
Advance to Happinefs ; and I, who knew my 
Advantage, loft no Time, but put each Minute 
to the propereft Ufe ; now I embrace, clafp her 
fair lovely Body clofe to mine, which nothing 
parted but her Shift and Gown ; my bufy Hands 
find Paflage to her Breafts, and give and take a 
thoufand namelefs Joys ; all but the laft I reaped ; 
that Heaven was ftill denied ; though fhe were 
fainting in my trembling Arms, ftill fhe had watch- 
ing Senfe to guard that Treafure : Yet, in fpight 
of all, a thoufand Times I brought her to the very 
Point of yielding ; but oh fhe begs and pleads 
with all the Eloquence of Love! tells me, that 
what fhe had to give me fhe gave, but would not 
violate her Marriage-vow j no, not to fave that 
Life fhe found in Danger with too much Love, 
and too extreme Defire : She told me, that I had 
undone her quite ; fhe fighed, and wifhed that fhe 
had feen me fooner, ere Fate had rendered her a 
Sacrifice to the Embraces of old Clarinauy fhe 
wept with Love, and anfwered with a Sob to 
every Vow I made : Thus by Degrees fhe wrought 
me to Undoing, and made me mad in Love. 
It was thus we pafled the Night; we told the 
hafty Hours, and curfed their coming : We told 
from ten to three, and all that Time feemed but 
a little Minute : Nor would I let her go, who 
was as loth to part, till fhe had given me Leave 
to fee her often there i I told her all my Story of 

her 
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her Conqueft) and how I came into the Garden * 
She a(ked me pleafantly^ if I were not afraid of 
old Clarinau\ I told her no, of nothing but of 
his being happy with her, which Thought I could' 
not bear : She aflured me I had fo little Reafon 
to envy him, that he rather deferved my Com- 
paffion J for that, her Averfion was fo extreme to 
him ; hisPerfon, Years, his Temper, and his Dif- 
eafes were fo difagreeable to her, that (he could 
not diflemble her Difguft, but gave him moft evi- 
dent Proofs of It too frequently, everfince (he had 
the Misfortune of being his Wife j but that fince 
(he had feen the charming Philander j (for fo we 
muft let her call him too) his Company and 
Convcrfation was wholly infupportable- to her ; 
and but that he had ever ufed to let her have 
four Nights in the Week her own, wherein he 
never difturbed her Repofe, fhe fliould have been 
dead with his nafty Entertainment : She vowed 
fhe never knew a foft Defire but for Philander^ 
fhe never had the leaft Concern for any of his 
Sex befides, and till flie felt his Touches- 
took in his Kifles, and fuffered his dear Em- 
braces, fhe never knew that Women was or- 
dained for any Joy with Man, but fanfied it de- 
figned in its Creation for a poor Slave to be op- 
prefTed at Pleafure by the Hufband, dully to yield 
Obedience and no more : But i had taught her now, 
fhe faid, to her eternal Ruin, that there was no more 
iili Nature than fhe knew, or ever fhould, had fhe^ 
not feen Philander j fhe knew not what dear Name 
to call it by, but fomething in her Blood, fomething 
that panted in her Heart, glowed in her Cheeks, and 
languifhed in her Looks, told her fhe was not boriv 
for Clarinau^ or Love would do her Wrong: I 
foothed the Thought, and urged the Laws of Nature, 

the Power of Love, Neceflity of Youth and 

the Wonder that was yet behind, that ravifhing 
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Something, which not Love or Kifles could make 
her guqfs at ; fo beyond all foft Imagination, that 
nothing but a Trial could convince her \ but ihe 
refifted ftiU, and ftiU I pleaded with all the fubtileft 
Arguments of Love, Words mixed with Kifles, 
Sighing mixed with Vows, but all in vain ; Re- 
ligion was my Foe, and Tyrant Honour guarded 
all her Charms : Thus did w^ pafs the Night, till 
the young Morn advancing in the Eaft forced us to 
bid Adieu : Which oft we did, and oft we fighed 
and kiiTed, oft parted and returned, and fighed 
again, and as (he went away, ihe weeping, 

cryed,— wringing my Hand in hers, Prof 

Ht^Oen^ Philander, ibis dior Interviiw do not 
frwe fatal to me \ for oh^ I find frail Nature 
u>eai about tne^ and one dear minute more would 
forfeit aU my Honour. At this ihe ibrted from 
my trembling Hand, and fwcpt the Walk like 
Wind fo fwift and fuddcn, and left me panting, 
iishing, wiihing, dying, with mighty Love and 
Hope : and after a little Time 1 fcaled my 
Wall, and returned unfeen to my new Lodging. 
It was four Days after before I could get any other 
Happneis, but that of feeing her at her Window, 
which was juft againfl mine, from which 1 never 
itirred, hardly to eat or deep, and that (he faw 
with Joy ; for every Morning I had a Billet from 
her, which we contrived that happy Night ihould 

be conveyed me thus^ It was a By-ilreet 

whfere I lodged, and the other Side was only 
the dead Wall of her Garden, where early in the 
Morning ihe ufed to walk ; and having the Billet 
ready, jQie put it with a Stone into a little Leathern- 
purfe, and toffed it over the Wall, where cither 
myfelf from the Window, or my young Friend 
below waited for it, and that Way every Morning 
and every Evening ihe received one from me ; but 
ti$ impoffible to tell you the innocent Paffion ihe 

exprefled 
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exprefled in them, innoceitt in that there v^s no 
Art, no feigned nice Folly to exprefs a Virtue that 
was not in the Soul ; but all Ihe fpoke confeffed 
her Heart's foft Wiflies. At laft, (for I am tedious 
in a Relation of what gave me fo much Pleafure 
in the Entertainment) at laft, I fay, I received the 
happy Invitation to come into the Garden as be- 
fore ; and Night advancing for my Purpofe, I nee4 
not fay that I delivered myfelf up<jn the Place ap-' 
pointed, which was by the Fountain-fide beneath 
her Chamber-window; towards which I caft, 
you may believe, many a longing Look : The 
Clock ftruck Ten, Eleven, and then Twelve, but 
no dear Star appeared to condufl me to my Hap- 
pinefs J at laft I heard the little Garden-door (againft 
the Fountain) open, and /aw Calijia there wrapped 
In her Night'go^wn only : I ran like Lightening to 
her Arms, with all tne Tranfports of an eager 
Lover, and almoft finothered myfelf in her warm 
rifihg Brcaft ; for (he taking me in her Aim^ let 
go her Gown, which falling open, left nothing 
but her Shift between me and all hel charming 
Body. But flie bid me hear what flie had to fay 
before I proceeded farther ; flie told me flie was 
forced to wait till Dormina was afleep, who lay 
in her Chamber, and then ftealing the Key, Ihe 
came foftiy down to let me in. Buty faid flie, 
Jince I am all undrejfed^ and cannot walk in the 
Garden with joUy wiU you promife me, on Love 
and Honour, to be obedient to all my Commands , 
if I carry you to my Chamber f for Dormina's Sle^ 
ts like Death itfelf\ however, left Jhe chance to 
awake, and Jhould take an Occajim to fpeak to me^ 
it were abfolutely neceffaty that I were there \ for 
Jince I ferved her fuch a Trick the other Night, and 
let her Jleep fo long, Jhe will not let me walk late, 
A very little Argument perfuaded me to yield to 
any Thing to be with Cali/la any where ; fo that 

' both 
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both returning foftlv to her Chamber, fhe put her* 
felf into Bed, and left me kneeling on the Carpet : 
But it was not long that I remained fo ; from the 
dear Touches of her Hands and Breaft we came 
to Kifies, and fo equally to a Forgetfulnefs of 
all we had promifed and agreed on before, and 
broke all Rules and Articles that were not in the 
Favour of Love j fo that dripping myfelf by De- 
grees, while fhe with an unwilling Force made 
fome feeble Refiftance, I got into the Arms of 
the moft charming Woman that ever Nature made ; 
(he was all over Perfedion ; I dare not tell you 
more ; let it fuffice (he was all that luxurious Man 
couid wi(h, and all that renders Woman fine and 
ravifhing. About two Hours thus was my Soul 
in Rapture, while fometimes ihe reproached me, 
but fo gently, that it was to bid me ftill be falfe and 
perjured, if thefe were the £fFe& of it ; If Dijobe- 
dietke have fuch wondrous Charms^ may /, faid {he, 
be JliU commanding thee^ and than fttU difobeying* 
While thus we lay with equal Raviihment, we 
heard a murmuring Noife at a Diftance, which we 
knew not what to make of, but it grew ftill 
louder and louder, but ftill at a Diftance too ; this 
firft alarmed us, and I was no fooner perfuaded to 
rife, but I heard a Door unlock at the Side of 
the Bed, which was not that by which I entered i 
for that was at the other End of the Chamber to- 
wards the Window. Oh HeceuenSy faid the fair 
frighted Trembler, here is the Count of C\znn2M \ 
For he always came up that Way, ana thofe Stairs 
by which I afcended were the Back-ftairs 5 fo 
that I had juft Time to grope my Way towards the 
Door, without fo much as taking my Clothes with 
me J never was any amorous Adventurer in fo la- 
mentable a Condition, I would fain have turned 
upon him, and at once have hindered him from 
entring with my Sword in my Hand, and fecured 

him 
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him from ever difturbing my Pleafure any more ; 
but {he implored I would not, and in this Minute's 
J^ifpute he came fo near me, that he touched me 
as I glided from him ; but not being acquainted 
very well with the Chamber, having never feen 
my Way, I lighted in my Paflage on Dormina^a 
Pallat-bed, and threw myfelf quite over her to 
the Chamber--door, which made a damnable Clat- 
tering, and awaking Dormna with my Cataftrophe, 
fhe fet up fuch a Bawl, as frighted and alarmed the 
old Count, who was juft taking in a Candle from 
his Footman, who had lighted it at his Flamboy : 
So that hearing the Noife, and knowing it muft be 
fome Body in the Chamber, he let fall his Candle 
in the Fright, and called his Footman in with the 
Flamboy, draws his Toledo, which he had in his 
Hand, and wrapped in his Night-gown, with three 
or four woolkn Caps one upon the Top of another, 
tied under his tawny, leathern Chops, he made 
a very pleafant Figure, and fuch a^ one as had like 
to have betrayed me by laughing at it j he clofely 
purfued me, though not fo clofe as to fee me be- 
fore him ; yet fo as not to give me Time to afcend 
the Wall, or to make my Efcape up or down any 
Wjdk, which were ftrait and long, and not able 
fo conceal any Body from Purftiers, approached 
fo near as the Count was to me : What fhould I 
do ? I was naked, unarmed, and no Defence againft 
his jealous Rage ; and now in Danger of my Life, 
I knew not what to refolve on j yet I fwear to 
you, 03avioy even in that Minute (which I thought 
my Uil) I had no Repentance of the dear Sin, or 
any other Fear, but that which poflefled me for 
the fair Calijia ; and calling upon Venus and her 
Son for my Safety (for I had fcarce a Thought 
yet of any other Deity) the Sea-bom Queen lent 
me immediate Aid, and ere I was aware of it, I 
touched the Fountain, and in the fame Minute 
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threw myfelf into the Water, which a wif^tf large 
Bafon or Ciftem of White-marble contained, of a 
Compafs that forty Men might have hid them- 
felve$ in it ; they had purfued me fo hard, diey fanfied 
they heard me prefs Uie Gravel near th^ Fountain, 
ana with the Torch they fearched round about it, 
juid beat the fringing Flowers that grew pretty high 
about the Bottom of it, while I femetimes dived, 
and fcMnetimes peeped up to take a View of my 
bufy Coxcomb, who. bad like to have made me 
bum into Laughter many Times to fee his Figure ; 
the dafliing of the Stream, whidh continually fell 
from the little Pipes above in the Bafon, hindered 
him from hearing the Noife I might pdKbly have 
made by my fwimming in it : After he had furveyed 
it round without-fide, be took" the Torch in his own 
Hand, and furveyed the Water itfelf^ while I dived, 
and fo long farced to remain fo, that I believed I 
had efcaped his Sword to die that fooiifli^r Way ; 
but juft as I was iik^ to expire,. hte departed mut-- 
tering, that he was fure ibme Body did go out be- 
fore him ; and now he fearched every Walk and 
Arbour of the Garden, while lUceaFifli I lay balk-* 
ing in Element fiiU, not daring to adventure out, left 
his ha{ty Return fhould find me on the Wall, or in 
my PafTage over : I thanked my Stars he had not 
found the LaddeH*, fi> that at laft returning to (7^- 
li/iifs Chamber^ after finding, no Body, he defked 
(as I heard the next Mornii^g) to know what the 
Matter was in her Chamber : But Califi^t^ who till 
now mvtx kn^w an;Art,hdd before he came.laid 
her Bed in Order, and taken up my Cloaths, and 
put them between her Bed and (^ilt ; not forget-^ 
ting any one Thing that beloi^^d to me, (he was 
laid as faft afleep as Innocence itfelf ; fo that 
Clarinau awaking her, ihe feemed as furprized and 
ignorantof all, as if (he had in deed been innocent ; 
fo that Dprmna now remained the only fufpe£ted 

Perfonj 
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Perfon ; who being afked what (he could fay con- 
cerning that Uproar {he made, (he only faid, as (he 
thought, that (he dreamed his Honour fell out of the 
Bed upon her, and awaking in a Fright fhe found 
it wa$ but a Dream, and fo fhe fellafleep again till 
be awaked her, whom (he wondered to fee there at 
that Hour ; he told them that while they were fecurely 
fleeping he was like to have been burned in his Bed, 
a Piece of his Apartment being burned down^ which 
caufed him to come thither^ but he made them both 
fwear that there was no Body in the Chamber oiCa-- 
UJia^ before he would )3e undeceived ^ for he vowed 
he faw fomething in the Garden, which, to his 
Xhinking, was all white, and it vanifhed on the 
fudden behind the FountaiB, and we could fee no 
more of it. Calijia difTembled Abundance of Fear, 
and faid (he would never walk after Candle-light 
for fear of that Ghoft \ and fo they paft the Reft 
of the Night, while I, all wet and cold, got me ' 
to TBSf l>odging tmperceived, for my young Friend 
had left the Door open for me. 

Thus, dear OSiavio^ I have fent you a. Novel, 
inftead of a LeUer, of my iirft moft happy Ad" 
venture, of which I muft repeat thus much again, 
that of all the Enjoyments I ever had, I was never 
io perfedly well entertained for two Hours, and 
I am waiting with iniiiute Patience for a iecond 
£nc<Hinter. I (hall be extremely glad to hear 
what Progrefs your have made in you Amour ; for 
I have loft > all for Sylvia, but the Affe&ion of a 
Brother, with that natural Pity we have for thofe 
we have undone ; for my Heart, my Soul and 
Body are all Califta\ the bright, the young, the 
witty, the gay, the fondly-loving CaUfta: Only 
fome Referve I have in all for O£l<mo. Pardon this 
long Hiilory, . for it is a Sort of a£ting all ones 
Joys again, to be telling them to a Friend fo dear, 
as is Jthe gallant QSlaoio to P HIL AND E R. 

POST- 
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IJhould^ for fome Reafins that concern my Safety^ 
have quittea this Town before^ hut 1 am chained to 
ity and no Senfe of Danger while Califta compels 
my Stay. 

If OSfavio^s Trouble was great before, from but 
his Fear of Cali/ia^s yielding^ what muft it be 
now, when he found all his Fears confirmed ? 
The Preffures of his Soul were too extreme be- 
fore, and the Concern he had for Sylvia had brought 
it to the higheft Tide of Grief j fo that this Addi- 
tion overwhelmed it quite, and left him no Room 
for Rage; no, it could not difcharge itfelf fo 
happily, but bowed and yielded to'all the Extremes 
of Love, Grief, and Senfe of Honour j he threw 
himfelf upon his Bed, and lay without Senfe or 
Motion for a whole Hour, confufed with Thought, 
and divided in his Concern, half for a Miftrefs 
falfe, and half for a Sifter lopfe and undone ; by 
Turris the Sifter and theMiftrefe torture ; by Turns 
they break his Heart : He had this Comfort left 
before^ that if Califta were undone, her Ruin 
made Way for his Love and Hap{)inefs with 

Syhia, but now he had no Profpeft left that 

could afford any Eafe ; he changes from one fad 
Objeft to another, from Syhia to Califta^ then 
back to Sylvia 'y but like to feverifli Men that tofs 
about here and there, remove for fome Relief, he 
fhifts but to new Pain, whereever he turns he 
finds the Mad-man ftill : In this Diftra£Hon of 
Thought he remained till a Page from Sylvia 
brought him this Letter, which i in midfl^ of all^ 
he ftarted from his Bed with Excefs of Joy, and 
read. 

Syl- 


PartlL Lwe-Juttters. 313 

Sylvia to Oct av 1 o. 

AFTER your laft Affroflt by yonr Page, I be- 
*^^ Here it wifl^fiarprtee you to receive any 
Thing from Syhia but Scorn and Difdam : But, 
my Lord, the Intereft you have by a thoufand 
Ways been fo long niaking in my Heart, cannot 
fo foon be cancelled by a Minute's OfFence, and 
every A^ion' of ' your Life has been" too generous 
to make me thinkr you writ what I have received, 
at leaft you are not well in your Senfes : I have 
committed a Fault agaihft your Love, I muil 
Confcfs, and am not afliamed of the little Cheat I 
put upon you in bringing you to Bed to Antonei 
itiftead of Sylvia : I was a(hamed to be fo eafily 
i?von, and* 'took it ill your Paffion was fo mer- 
cenary to alk fo coarfely for the Poffeifion of * 
me ; too great a Pay I thought for fo poor Ser- 
vice, as rendering up f Letter which in Honour 
you ought before to nave (hewed me : I own I 
gave you Hope, in that too I was criminal 5 but 
thefe are Farfts that fure deferved a kinder Pu- 
ftifhment than what I laft received -—A Whore---, 
A common -MWhtfs! Death, you are a Cow- 
ard ■*-^- and^ even to a Woman dkre riot fay it, 
when fhe confronts the Scandaler^ Yet par- 
don me, I mean not to revile,^ but gently to re- 
proach'; it:'NVas uitkittd — at leaft allow me that, 
atnd much^ unlike 'Q^avio. 

I think'! had not troubled you, niy Lord^ with 
tJjc liaft Cbnfeffion of my Reftrrtmcn't, but I 
could not leave the Town, where for the Ho- 
nour ,of ypur Converfation and Friendihip alone 
riiave remained fo long, without acquitting my- 
felf of tihofe .Obligations I bad to you j T/end 
fcfix therefore- Ac^Key-of my Ciofct kiid Gabiwet, 
"' ' -•' O where 
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where you ftiall find not only your Letters, but 
all thofe Prefents you have beien pleafed once to 
think me worthy of: But having taken back your 
Friendfhip, I render you die lefs valuable Tnfles, 
and will retain no more of Odfavioj than the dear 
Memory of that Part of his Life that was fo agree*^ 
able to the unfortunate 

SYLVIA. 

tie reading this Letter, finifhed with Tears of 
tender Love ; but confidering it all over, he 
fanfied (he had put great Conftraint upon her na- 
tural high Spirit to write in this calm Manner to 
him, and through all he found difTembled Rage, 
which yet was vifible in that one breaking out in 
the Middle of the Letter : He found (he was not 
able to contain at the Word, common Miftrefs. 
In fine, however calm it was, and however de- 
iigned, he found, and at leaft he thought be found 
the charming Jilt all over^ he fanfies from the 
Hint fhe ^ve him of the Change of Antonet foir 
herfelf xti Bed, that it was ibme new Cheat that 
was to be put upon bim, and to bring herfelf 
oiF with Credit : Yet, in ipite of all this appear- 
ing Reaibn, he wifhes, and has a fecret Hope, 
that either Ihe is not in fauk, or that flie will fe 
cozen him into a Belief fhe is not, that it may 
ferve as well to footh bis willing Heart ; and now 
all he fears is^ that (he will not put fp neat a Cheat 
upon him, but that he fhall be able to fee through 
it, and ilill be obliged to retain his ill Opinion qf 
her: But Love ^returned, (he.had rouf^ die Flame 
a-ne\Y, ^nd ibftned all his rpugher Thoughts with 
this dear Letter ; and now in hafte he calls for his 
Cloaths, and fufFering himfelf to be dreiled with all 
the Advantage of his Sex, he throws himfelf into 
hi':^ Coach, and goe$ to Sylvia^ whon^ he finds juft 
drefled en Gbivalier^ i(aa4 ^tting her Hold and r ea-r 
' . ' ' ' th«r 
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Aer in good Order befpre the Glafs) with a De- 
iign to depart the Town, at leaft To far as (hould 
have raifed a Concern in Offavio^ if yet he had any 
for her, to have followed her ; he ran up without 
aflcing leave into her Chamber ; and ere (he was 
aware of him he threw himfelf at her Feet, and 
clafping her Knees, to which he fixed his Mouth, 
he remained there for a little Space without Life 
or Motion, and preiTed her in his Arms as fafl ^ 
as a dying Man. . She was n(^ offended to fee 
him there, and he appeared more lovely than ever 
he yet had been. His Grief had added a Languifh- 
ment and Palenefs to his Face, which fufiiciently 
told her he had not been at Eafe yvhUc abfent 
from her; and on the other Side, Sylvia appeared 
ten thoufand Times more charming than e^'er, 
the Urefs of a Boy adding extremely to her Beau- 
ty : Oh you are a pretty Lover^ faid fhe, raifipg him 
from her Knees to her Arms, to treat a Mijirc^ 

Jo for a little innocent Raillery. Come^ fit and 

teUme bow you come to MJiovef the harndejs Cheat \ 
fetting him down on the Side: of her Bed. Oh 
name tt no morcj cried he, let that damned Night be 
blotted from the Tear^ deceive me^ flatter nie^ fay you 
are innocent ; tell me my Senfes rave^ my Eyes 
werefalfej deceitful^ and my Ears were deaf : Say 
any 7%ing that may convince my Madnefs^ and bring 
fne back to tame adoring Love. What Means Ofla- 
vio, replied SyWiat^ fure he is not fo nice and fquea--, 
mijh a Loper^ but a fair young^ Maid might have been 
welcome to him cotf^ing fo prepared for Love j though 
it %vasyiot Jhe whom be expe£iedy it might have ferved 
as well in the Dark at lea/l f Well faid^ replied 
OSfavio, forcing a Smile -^^ advance^ purfue the dear 
Defigny and cheat mejlillj and to convince my Soul^ oh 
fwear it ioo^for iP'ometi want no Weapons of Defence ^ 
Oathsy Fowsy andT'earsj^ Sighs y Imprecations y Rav- 

0^2' , . ingSy 
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ings^ are aH the T$ob to fa/him Mankini Coxcombs : 
I am an eafy Fdlowy fit for Ufe^ and lof^ to he in- 
itiated FoJy conu, fwear I was not here the' other 
Night. It is granted^ Sir, you were : Why M this 
Pajfion f This Sylvia fpoke, and todc him by the 
Hand, which burnt with raging Fire ; and though 
he fpoke with all the Heat of Love, his LocJcs 
were (oft the while as mfznt Cupids : Still he pro- 
ceeded; Oh eharmng Sylvia, Jince you are fi unkind 
to teH meTrathy ceafe, ceafe to fpeak at aV, and let 
me only gaze upon thoje Eyes that can fo well deceive : 
Their Looks are innocent y at hafi they will Jlatter mey 
and tell mine they lojl their Faculties that other Night. 
Noy rcj^ied Syhiay I am convinced they did noty 
you faw Antonot Conduif a happy Man (in- 
terrupted he) to Sylvia'j Bedy Ohy why hy pur Con-- 
fejfion mnft my Soul he tortured over a-new! At 
this he hiing his Head upon hb Bofom, and 
fighed as if each Breath would be his laft : Hea'^ 
vens! cried Syhray wbat is it OQaevio Jays / Con" 
du^ a happy Lover to my Bed'f fy all ihat is Sa- 
cred I am akufedy defigned upon to he Betray^ amt 
hft'\ what faid youy S/>, d 'L&uoir fo my "BtS f 
Wlicn.hc replied in a feinting/Tont, damping her 
to his Arms, NoWy Sylvia, you are JUndy -he per^ 
fe^ Womauy and keep to cozening JtiU — — t— Now 
back it with a very little Oaihy and I am as 
well as before I faw your Faljhoody and never wiU 
hfe one Thought upon it more. Forbear y laid flie, 
you will make me angjy. In Jboriy ' what is it you 
would fay ? Or fwear y you ravcy and then I wiH pity 
tvhat I now dejpifey if you can think me falfe. He 
only anfwered with a Sigh, and flie purfoed, Jm 
I not worth an Anfwerf Tell me your Soul and 
ThoughtSy as ever you hope for Favour from tnj 
Love y: or to prtferve my ^urtt. If you xviO pro^ 
mife me to Jay it h falfe^ replied he foftly, / will 

confefs 


'Part If* 'Love-Leiters. '317 

tonfeh the Errors of my Senfei\ I came the other 

. Ntght at twelve^ the Door was open, // is trtfe^ 

faid Sylvia —'^' Jt the Stair's- Foot I found a Man^. 
and fa^ him ted to you into your Chamber y fighing ik^ 
he went y and panting ivith Impatience : Uow^ Sylvia, 
if you *oaIut fny Repofe^ my Life^ my Reputation ^ ot 
tny Serviehy turn it off handfomly^ and I am happy V 
-At that, ^being ;whony amazed, fhe told him the 
whole Story, as you heard of her drcfling Jntonetj 
•and bringing him to her ; at which he fqiiled, and 

begged her to go on She fetched the Pieces of 

BriUiard*s counterfeit Lettefs, and (hewed hitn ; 
thi$ brought him a little to his Wits, ^rid at firft 
Si^ht he was ready to fanfy the Letters came in- 
<leed from him ; he found the Charafter his, but 
not his Bufineis ; and in great Amaze replied^ 
Ah! Madam^ did you know 0<9avio'j Soul fa welly. 
and could you imagine it capable of a Thought like this ? 
jt Prefumption fo daring to the mojl azvful of her Sex ; 
this was unkind indjed : And did you anfwer them ? 
YeSy replied flie, with all the Kindnefs I could force 
my Pen to exprefs. So that after canvaffing the 
Mattief, and xfelating the whole Story again with 
his being-taken ill, they concluded from ever/Cir- 
ciimftance Brilliard was the Man ; for Antonet was 
caUed to Council ; who now recoUefting all Things 
in her Mind, and knowing Brilliard but too well; 
flie confeffed, fhe verily believed it was he, efpe- 
cially when (he told how (he fto^e a Letter oi O^a- 
vio's for him that Day, and how he was ill of the 
fame Difeafe ftill. OSfavio then called his Page, 
and fent him home for the Note Brilliard had fent 
him, .and all appeared as clear as Day : But An- 
tomt met \^lh a great many Reproached for (hew- 
ing her Lady's Letters, which fhe excufed as well 
as'(he could : But never was Man (b ravi(hed with 
Joy as OSlavio was at the Knowledge of Syhic^s 
Innocence i a thoufand Times he kneeled and 
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begged her Pardon ; and her Figure* eiicoiara«ag 
his CareiTes, 9 thoufand Times he embraced ner, 
he finiled, and bluffaed, and figfaed with Lore ^nd 
J[oy, and knew not how tx> expreis i^ moft effeSur 
ally : And Sylvia^ who had other Bii£ine(s than 
Xove in her Heart and H^ad, fuf&red all the Maries 
.of his eager Pailion and Traniportout of Dedgn^ 
for ihe had a farther Ulk to ^xnake. of OUavtp^ 
though when (he furveyed his Peifon bsmdfomey 
young, and adorned with all the Graces and Beau- 
ties of the Sex, not at all inferior-to. PkiUmdet^ 
if not exceeding in every Judgment but that of 
Sylvia \ when fhe cpnfidered his Soul, wherie* Wit^ 
Ix>ve, and Honour equally reigned, wh^n (he con- 
fults the Excellence of his .Nature, his Generofity^ 
Courage, Friendfliip, and Softnefs, (he fi^ed and 
cried, it was Pity to impofe upon him ; and make 
his Love for which (he (hould efteem him, a Pro- 
perty to draw him to his Ruin ; for fo fhe fanfled it 
muft be if ^ver he encountered Phihnder\ and dio' 
Good-nature was the leaft Ingredient thiit foroied 
the Soul of this fair Charmer, yet now Ae found 
ihe had a Mixture of it, fr^m her Concern for 
O^av:o*y and that generous Lover made h^r fo 
many foft Vows, and tender, Proteftafiicms of the 
KtfpcA and Awfulnefs of hi$ Paffion^ dxat flie was 
wholly convinced he was her Sl^vte 5- nor could (he 
fee the oonftant LanguUher pouring out his Soul 
and Fortune at her Feet, without fuffering fome 
^ Warmth about her Heart, which flae bad never 
fejt but for Philander 5 and this Day flie exprefied 
herfelf mcHre oU^gii^ly than ever fiie had done, 
and allows him little Freod^HXis of apfnroacbing 
her with more ' Softneis than, hitherto (he had; 
and, abfolutely charmed, -he promife*, hiviihly 
aixd without Kfif^rve, all ihe would aik of htm ;> 
and in Requital ihe aflUred him aU he could wiih 

or 
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:or bo|^9 if lie -¥r0Uld ferve )ier in hfer Revenge 
(B^f^ ,BhiUnder : She ff«cQii«mts to him -at large 
the Story of her Undoing, lier Quality, jh«c for- 
tune, her nice Education, the Care and Tender- 
jk^s of her iik>ble.Parents, aiid cfaatgesaU her Fate 
(to the ewH Conduct oF her heedkfi Youth : Some^ 
•IW^ the Refle£Uen on ber Ruin, ifae looking, bade ' 
•upon her ibrm^r Innooence and Tranquility;, forces 
the Tears to flow from her idJa Eyes, and makes 
OSavk figh, and weep by Sympathy: Sometimes 
(arrived- at the amorous Part of her Rels^on) {he 
:would figh and languiflr with the Remembrance 
x>f' paft Joys in their beginning Ix>ve ; and fome- 
iimes imile lat the Utdis unlucky Adventures tjiey 
met with, latnl their Eicapes.; .(o that diiFetent 
Paffions feijsed her Soul while ibe fpobe^ while 
that of all Love billed O^avio's i He doats, he 
burns, and every Wond (he uttlers Inflames him 
fiill ^e more; he ixxes his vtxf Soul upon her 
Tongue, and darts Kis very Eyes into her Face, 
acid every Thing ihe ^lys raifes his vaft Efteem and 
Paffibn higher. In fine,, having with the Eloquence 
of facrcdWit, and all the Charms of every differing 
Paffion, finiihed her moving Tale, they botlvdeclined 
their Eyes, whofe falling iShowers kept equal Time 
and Pace, and for alittleTimewereftillasThought: 
When O^avio^ oppreflEed with mighty Love, broke 
the foft Silence, and burft into Extravagance of 
Fai&on, fays all- that Men (grown mad with Love 
and Wifliing) could utter to the Idol of his Heart ; 
and to oblige her more, recounts his LifeTlnihort; 
wherein, in fpite of all his Modefty, flie found 
all that was Great and Brave ; all that was Noble, 
Fortunate and Honeft : And having now con- 
firmed har, he deferved rher, kneeling implored (he 
^ould^iccept of him,, not as. aXoirer fe«r a Term 
of Paflion, for Dates of Months or Years, but 
for a long Eternity^ not ^as a cii^Jiler -of .her facred^ 

Hoxiourj 
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Honour, biit to <lefend it from the cenfuring 
World J he vowed he would forget that ever any 
Part dl it was loft, nor by a Look or Adion ever 
iipbraid her with a Misfortune paft, but ftill look 
forward on nobler Joys to come : And now im- 
plores that he may hing a Prieft to tie the iblemn 
•Knot. In fpite of all her Love for P^i^rndlfr, ihe 
could not chafe but take this Offer kindly ; and 
indeed, it made a very great Impreffioa on her 
Heart ; fhe knew nothing but the Height of Love 
could oblige a Man of his Quality and vaft For- 
tune, with all the Advantages of Youth and Beau- 
ty, to marry her in lb ill Circumftances ; and pay- 
ing him firft thoie Acknowledgments that were 
due on fo great an Occaflon, with all the Ten- 
dernefs in her Voice and Eyes that (he could put 
t>n, ihe excufed herfelf from receiving the Favour, 
by telling him (he wa)5 fo unfortunate as to be 
with' Child by the ungrateful Man ; and falling 
at that Thought into new Tears, ihe moved him 
to infinite LfOve, and infinite CompaiSon ; info- 
much that, wholly abandoning himfelf to Softnefs, 
he aflfured her, if flie^ would fecure him all his 
Happineis by marrying him now, that he would 
wait till ihe were brought to Bed, before he would 
demand the glorious Reoompence he afpired to ; 
fo that Sylvia^ being oppreiled with Obligation, 
finding yet in her Soul a violent Paffion for Phi^ 
lender J me knew not how to take, or how to re- 
fufb the Bleffing bSercAy fince Q&evio was a Mart 
whom, in her Height of Innocence and Youth, flic 
might have been vain and proud of engaging to this 
Degree. He faw her Pain and Irrefolution, and 
beinff abiblutety undone with Love, delivers her 
Philaruier^^ \^& Letter to him, with what he had 
ient her inclofed j the Sight of the very Out-fide of 
it made her grbw pale as Death, and a Feebleneis 
_ ,i feized her all overs that made her unable for a 

Mo- . 
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Moment to open it j sJl which ConfuAon O^a^ 
vto faw with Pain, which (he, perceiving recoUefted 
her Thoughts as well as fhe could, and opened it, 
and read it ; that to O^avio firft, as being fondeft 
of the Continuation of the Hiftory of his Falfliood, 
ihe read, and often paufed to recover her Spirits 
that were fainting at every Period ; and having fi- 
nifhed it, (he fell down on the Bed where they hu 
O£iavio caught her in her Fall in his Arms, where 
(he remained dead fonae Moments ; whilft he^ juft 
on the Point of being fb himfelf, ravingly called 
for Help > and Antonet being in the Drefling-Room 
ran to them, and hy Degrees Sylvia recovered^ and 
2Sikcdi{i^a'vio a thotrfand Pardons for expofmg a 
Weaknefs to him, which was but the Effedts of the 
Jttft Blaze of Love: And talcing a Cordial which 
Antmet brought her, (he roufed, refolved, and took 
Oilqvio by the Hand : JViw, faid (he, Jhew jmr^ 
felf that generous Lover you have prtfeffidy amd give 
me your 'Vvtvs ff'Vjvengt on Philander; imd afher 
that by M fhat ts fiofyy kneeling as fte fpok«, ani 
holding htm ftft, /y aB my injured Innocence, hy 
oil rny noble Father* s Wrongs, and my dear Mother^ i 
Griefs by all my Sijter'r Sufferings, I6v^ar, I wfO 
marry you, kve yw, and give you dWl This 'fli^ 
(poke, without cmrfidering Antonet was by, and 
i^KAe it with all the Rage, and Bhifhes in her Face, 
that injured Love and Revenge couW infpire : And 
eti the other Side, the Senfe of his Sifter's Honour 
loft, and that of the tender Paffion he Had for Sy/- 
ifia, made him fwear by all that was (acred, and 
by all the Vows of ^tcrnalLove and Honour he 
had made to Sylvia, to» go and revenge himfelf and 
her on die faUe Friend .and Lover, and confeffed 
the fecond Motive, which was his Sifter's Fame ; 
For^ <:i:ied he, ihat foul Adultet^s^ that falje -Ca- 
lifta, isfo allied to me. But ftill he urged tnat would 
add to. the Juftaefs of . his Caufe, if he might de- 

' ' • ^art 


^22 Love-^Letters. Part IL 

part her Hufhand as well a^ Lover, and revenge 
an injured Wife as well as Sifter; and now he 
could a(k nothing (he did not eafily grant ; and 
becaufe it was late in the Day, they concluded 
that the Morning fliall confummate all his Defires ; 
And now fhe gives him her Letter to read ; For^ 
faid {he, I JhaU ejieem myfelfhencdbrihjo ahfoluUlj 
Oftavio's, that / will not Jq much as read a Line 
from that perjured Ruiner of my Honour \ he took 
the Letter. with Smiles and Bows of Gratitude^ 
and read it. 

Phixander//? Sylvia. * 

'Tp HERE are a thoufand Reafons, deareft^5y/Mw, 
•*' at this Time that prevent my writing to you, 
Reafons that vrill be convincing enough to oblige 
my Pardon, and plead my Caufe with her that 
loves ni€ V 2JI which I will lay before you when I 
have theHappinefs tofee-you ; I have met with fome 
AfFairs lince my Arrival to this^ Place, that wholly 
take up my Time ; Affairs of State, whofe Fa- 
tigues have put my Heart extremely out of Tunc, 
and if not carefully managed may turn to my per- 
petual Ruin, fo that I have not ah Hour in a Day 
to fpare for Sylvia 'y Which, believe me, is the 
greateft AfHi£lion of my Life ; and I have no Prof- 
peft of Eafe in the endleli Toils of Life, but that of 
repofing in the Arms of Sylvia : Some fliort inter- 
val§ : Pardon my Hajfte, for you cannot guefs the 
weighty Buiinefs that at prefent robs you of 

n«r PHILANDER. 

' You lyey falfe Villain replied Syhia in mighty 

Rage, / can guefs your Buftnefs^ and can revenge it 
too J Curfe en thee^' Slave^ /d think me grmm ' at 

poor 
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jfoor in Senfe as Honour : To be cajoled with this- — 
Stuff that would never Jham a Chamber-maid: 
Death ! am I fo forlorn^ fo defpicable^ I am not 
worth the Pains of being well diffemhled with ? Con^ 
fujion overtake him^ Miferyfei%ehim\ may I become 
his Plague while Life remains^ or public Tortures end 
him ! This, with all the Madnels that ever infpi- 
red a Lunatic, (he uttered with Tears and violent 
Aftions : When OSfavio befought her not to affli6): 
hcrfelf, and almoll wifhed he did not love a Tem- 
per fo contrary to his own : He told her he wa3 
forry, extreamly forry, to find fhe ftill retained fo 
violent a Paflion for a Man unworthy of her leaft 

Concern 3 when (he replied Do not mijlake my 

Souly by Heaven it is Pride j Difdain^ Detpite gnd 
Hate—r-to think be Jhould believe this dull Bxcufe 
^uld pafs upon my judgment ; had the falfe Traitor 
told me that he hated mcy or that hisfaithiefs Date of 
Love was out^ I had been tame with ail my Injuries ; 
hut poorly thus to impofe upon my ft^it-'-^By Heaven ' 
hejhall not bear the Affront to Hell in Triumph I No 

more / have vowed hejhall not my Soul hasfixed^ 

and now will be at Eafe Forgive me^ oh Odlavio ; 

and letting herfclf fail into his Arms^ Ihe foon ob- 
tained what {he afked for ; one Touch of the fair 
Charmer could calm him into Love and Softnefsk 

Thus, after a thoufand Tranfports of Paffion 
on his Side, and all the feeming Tendernefs on 
her's, the Night being far advanced, and new Con- 
firmations given and taken on either Side of pur- 
fuing the happy Agreement in the Morning, which 
they had again refolved, they appointed that Syhia 
SLtiQ Antonet fhouid go three Miles .out of Town 
to a little Village, where there was a Church, and 
that OSiavio (hould meet them there to be confir- 
med and fecured of all the Happinefs be pro- 

pofed 
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pofcd to himfelf in this World— S^Awa being fo 
wholly bent upon Revenge (for the Acconipliffi- 
ment of which alone flie accepted of 0£}avio) that 
fhe had loft all Remembrance of her former Mar- 
riage with Brilliard: Or if it evef entered into- 
[icr Thought, it was only confidered as a Sham, 
nothing defigned but to fecure her from being ta- 
ken from' Philander by her Parents ; and, wi^iU 
any Refppt9:> to the facred Tie, to be regarded no 
more ; nor did fhe defigji this with Olfavio from 
any Refpedt flie had to the Holy State of Matri- 
mony, but from a Luff of Vengeance which Die 
would buy at any Price, and which flie found no 
Man fo well able to fatisfy as OUavio. 

But what wretched Changes of Fortune flic met 
with after this, and what miferable Portion of Fate 
was deftmed to this unhappy Wanderer, the laft 
Part oi Philinder's Life, and the third and laft 
Part 9f this Hiftory, ftiall moll faithfully relate. 

the. End of the. Second Part. ' 


